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' Emter the Ghoſt of Andrea,and with him Revenge. 
ads 


Hen this eternall ſubſtance of my Soule, 
Did live impriſoned in my wonted fleſh, 
i Each in their fun&ion ſcruing other need, 
I was a Courtier inthe Spaniſh Court: 
My name was Don eAxarea : my diſcent, 
Thou ghnot ignoblec, yet inferiour farre 
To gracious Fortunes of my tender youth : 
There inthe prime and pride of all my yeares, 
By dutious Seruice, and deſcruing loue, 
In ſecret I poſſeſt a worthy Dame, 
Which hight ſweet Belimperia by name : 
But in the Harueſt of => Summers ioyes, 
Deaths Winter nipt the bloflomes of my bliſle, 
Forcing diuorſe betwixt my Lone and mee : 
For in the late Confli& with Portingale, 
My Valour drew me into dangers mouth, - 
Till life todeath,made paſſage through my wounds, 
When I was {laine,my Soule deſcended ftraight, 
To paſſe the flowing {treame of eAcheron: 
Bur churliſh Charon,onely Boatman there, 
Said, that my Ritcs of Buriall not perform'd, 
T might not fit among his Paſſengers. -_ 
Ere Sol had ſlept threenights in T bets lap, 
And flakt his ſ\moaking Chariot in her flood; 
By Don Horatioour Knight-Marſhals ſonne, 
My Funerals and Obſcquies were done. 
Theft was the Ferry-man of Hell content, 
To paſſe me oucr to the flimie Strond, 
Thar leads to felt Azermn; ougly wanes, | | 
"There ptraſing Cerbers; with homed ſpeech, _ - 
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* -Was ready way vntothe foreſaidField, -\# 
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Andſpend the courſe of everlaſting time, D 
V nder greene Myrtle trecs,and Cypres ſhades. , _ _ 
No, no, (ſaid Radamant )1t were not-well,” '# 
With louing ſoules, T's 1 a Martiallift, re 
Hee dycd in Warre, and muſtto Martiall Fields':-- 

Where wounded He&or lines in laſting paine, 

And eMchilles Mermidons dbe ſcoure the plaine:... 

Then ior, mildeſt Cenfurer of the three, _ * - \ 


—- 


Made this deuice, toend the difference : $3 
Send him (quoth he)to ouriinfernall King, 

To doome him as beſt ſeemes his Maicſtie, 

To this effe&,my Paſport ſtraight was drawne, 
In keeping on my way to Pltoer Court, = 

Through dreadfull ſhades of cuer-blooming night,-. 
I ſaw more fights then thouſand tongues cani tell, _ 
Or pennes can write,or mortall hearts can thinke.-: 
Three wayes there were,thaton the right hand fide 


S £ ; 5 ©4 = R 5 < ol S © _— 

w > a , y v5 - 7 wo ” 

"4 4... K : CE? y \ . ———. FX wt » : 4 © by * Ln o- z a 
_ k - *; * 47 ” + . _— £4 JA "Sp WA L * y 

| » da dad. St Sa Mens Inf ES. "eter 3k. Lk ered Ee Wow s We < 

f . CT , *$- 7 o E 4 F . a &» ” £ s <4 '4 4 $4 # "- 1 _ bh M l 6 - CW . \ 4 

# Pp "* 1 * ws p- 4 > ] [N \ "x F "'S, þ 3 * . = we) 5 "> - - _— - : - Fs 8 
- ; d . % " 98; : : ” . 
3 0. . 4 * - Uo A q g 


Where Louers liuc,and bloody Martialiſts: 

But either ſort contain'd within his boands, 

The left handpath declining fearefully, 

Was ready fall downe to the deepeft Hell, 

Where bloedy Furies ſhakes their whips of ſteele, 

And poore [x:0x turnes attendlefſe wheele : . 
Where Vſurers are choakt with melting gold, -, 
And Wantons are embrac'd with ougly Snakes, 


JAY Cornet | ___ NM . 


And Murkerens grecne with cuer-k 
And periur'd wights ſcalded in boylit 


Andall _ ſinnes withtg ments Oncrw be nnd, 
Twixt theſe two w [troc deche dale path, ++ © 5f 
Whichbrought ds 1 faire Ebeter Groth F357; 3415 
Inmidft whereof, there! ca; a ſtately Tower, . 
The Walles of Brafle, the Gates of Adarant. - _— 
Heere finding Pluro with his Proſerpme,. 
I ſhewed my Paſporthumbledon my knees 
Whereat faire Prin began to (mile. 
I begg'd thatonely might $ ginemy doome. 
Pluto was pleas'd, 4, an feat it with a kifle. - 
Foorthwith Rewenge; ſhe rounded thee im-rhe eare, - 
And bade theelea th through the gates of Horror: 
Where Dreames haue-paſlage inthe filent night, 
No ſooner had ſhee ſpoke, but we were heere, 
( [wr wote not how) in ewinckling of afi eyes 
Then kriow Andves, thatthouart anu's;! 
XN aot -Þ ſhattſce the: Author of thy death, 
Dor Balthazar, the Prince of Portingale, 
Depriu'd of life by Belimperia. 
Heere ſit wee downe to ſcethe My tery, 
And ſcrue for Chorus in this Tragegie, 
Emer Spaniſh K en, Sornnings Caſtile;and' 
Hieroutmo.- 


'g. Nowſay Lord Geverall, how boke our yoo 0h : 
A All well(my-Soucr ne Liege cept lome . 
That are deceaſt : Lny fortune of the Warrte. oo 
King. But what yy thy chearcfull countenance, 
And poſting to our preſence thus inhaſte? - | 
Speake man; hath Fortune giuen-ys viRory? 
Gene. ViRory (my Liege) andthar with lietle loſe. 
King. Our, _ Bas ie. pay vs Tribute then? 
Geve. Tribute,and wonted Homage therewithall, - : 
King. Then bleſt be Heauen,and of the Heaueng, © 
From whole faire influence ſuck Iuitice lowes, \ 
Coft. O multum dilefto Deo, tibs mltat ther, 
Et comturate curuate poplits genres ; 
43. 
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But Generall, vnfold ih briefe Difcourſe 


T ue Spaniſh T ragean. 


Succurbant : reli ſoror oft viltoria inry. 
King, Thankes tom loning Brother of Cai, 


Your forme of Battell, and your watres ſuccefſe; 
That addingall the pleaſure of thy newes - 
yntothe height of former bappineſſe, : 
With deeper wage, and greater dignitie, 
Wee may reward thy blisfull Chivalry, 
Gene. Where Spine and Portingale dec ioyntly knit, 
Their Frontires, leaning on each others Bounds : 
There met.our Armies 1n their proudaray : .. 
Both furnifht well,both full of hope and feare ; 
Both menacing alike with daring Showes, 
Both vaunting ſundry colours of denice, 
Both cheerely ſounding Trumpets, Drummes,and Fifes, 
Both raiſing dreadfull Clamors tothe Skie, 4, 
That Vallics, Hilles,and Riuers made rebound, 
AndHeauen it ſelfe was frighted with the ſound, 
Our Battailes both were pitcht in Squadron forme; 
Each corner ſtrongly fenc'd with wings of Shot : 
But ere we ioyn'd, and came to puſhot Pike, 
I-brought a Squadron ef the readieft Shor, 
From.out our Reareward, to begin the fight; 
They brought another Wing tcncounter vs : _ - 
Meane while, our Ordpance playd on cither ſide, 
AndCaptaines ſtroneto haue their Valour tride. 
Don Pedro, their chicke Horſemens Coronell, 
Did with his Coronet brauely make attempr, 
To breake the Order of our Battell rankes : 
But Dox Rogero worthy man of Warre, 
Marcht foorthagaint him with our Musketiers, 
And ſtops the malice of his fell approach. } 
Which they maintaine hote Skirmiſh toand fro, 
Both Bartailes joyne, andfallto handy-blowes : 
Their violent Shot reſembling thiOceans rage, 
When roaring loud, and witha ſwelling tyde, 
It beats vpon the rampires of huge Rockes, E. 
And gapes to ſwallow neighbour-bounding Lands: 


Now 


T he Spaniſh Tragedie. | 
Now when Bellon« rageth leere and there, « © FINSe 2 
Thicke ftormes of Bullersranne like Winters Hayley _ 
And ſhiuered Launces gark'dthe troubled Ayre, * 


Pede Pes, & cnſpide cnSÞis, 
eAmnt fonant annis, vir petutergue vir, 
n enery ſide dropt Captaines ta the ground, 
Fog Souldicrs le Phe +4 ſome flaine outright r- 
Heere falles'a body ſundred fromhis Head, - 
There Legges and Armes lie bleeding on the gralle, 
Mingled with weapons, and vnbowedSteedes, 
Thar ſcattering ouecr-ſpread the purple Plaine, 
Inall this turmoyle three long howres and more, 
The ViQory to neither part encinde, 
Till Dn Andrea with his brauc Launciers, 
In their maine Battaile made fo great a breach; 
Thar halfe diſmayd, the multitude retirde : 
But Balthazar the P ortingales.young Prince, 
Brought reſcue, and-encourdgythanto ſtay. 
Hecre-hence the fight was cagerly reriew'd, 
And in that Confli&.was eAndrea Mlaine, 
Braue man at Armes, but weake to Bathatar: 
Yet while the Prince inſulting over him, — © 
Breath'd out protid yaunts,founding to'our reproach,-- *( 
Fricndihip and hardie Valour ioywe in once,” 
Prickt foorth Horatio Our Knight-Marſhals Sonne, 
Tochallenge foorth that Prince to ſingle fight x 
Not long betweene theſe rwaine the fight indur' 
But ftraight. the Prince was beaten from his Horſe, ; 
And forc'd to yeeld him priſoner to hisfoee, - © 
When hee was taken, allthereſtthey fled, 
And our Carbines purſued them todeath, 
Till Phebus wauing to the Weſterne v4, 
Our Trumpetrers were charg'd toſound Retreat, - - 
King. Thankes g00d'L. Generall for theſe good newes,; 
And for ſome argument of more to come, © 
Take this,and weate tot thy Soucraignes ſake, _ 
' Gines him big Chaines- 
A. 4., But 


' Andſoone decay, valcfle he ſcruc my Liege, 
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The Spaniſh T ragtdie, 
But tell me now, haſt thou confirm'da peace?- , 
- Gen, No peace(my Liege)but Peace condit ionall, 
That if with homage tribute may be payd, _ 
The fury of our forces will be ftayd;: © _ 
And tothar Peace, their V iceroy hath ſubſcribde, 


Gines the Kuig Paper, 
And made a ſolemne vow, that during life, | 
This Tribute ſhall be —_ payde'to Spames + = 
King. Theſe words,the(e deeds become thy perſon well.” 


But now Knight Marſhall, frolicke with the King,” | 
For tis thy Sonne that winnes that Batte!sprize, 
Hier. Long may he line to ſerue my Soucraigne Liege, 


eA Trumpet aferre off / 
King. Nor thog,nor he, ſhall dye without reward, 
What meanes this warning of the Trumpets ſound ? 
Gene, Thistels me,that your Graces men of watrre, 
Suck as warres fortune hath reſeru'd from death, 
Come marching on towards your royall Seat, S 
To ſhow themſelues before your Maicſtic ; - 1-460 
For ſo1 gaue them charge at my depart; _ 
Whereby by demonſtration ſhall appeare, 
Thatall, except three hundred, or few more, 
Are ſafe return'd, and by their foes enricht, 
The Arm meetes, B alchazay betweene Lorenzo 
| | and Horatio, captine- 
Xi»g: A gladſome fight, I long toſte them heere. 


Tbey enter, and paſſe by. 
Wasthat, the warlike Prince of Portwmpale, I 
That by our Nephew was in Triamphled? + -. 
Gene. It was (my Licge)the Prince of Portingale, 
But what was hc, that on the other ſide; 
_ he hn m_— of the Prize? 
« That was my Sonne, (my graciousSoueraigne) 
Of whom, though fron his deer Hands] we 
My loutngthoughts didnener hopebut well ; 
Hee neucr pleas dhis Fatherseyes tillnow, 
Nor filtd my hcart withouer-cloying ioyes, 


; King, 


- _ 


T he Spanifh Trageait.. 
« Goe, letthemn as pnatgnbs dans < <Juti theſe ne, 
ng nt may; tre 

Toy our braue Priſoner, pe Guard. . 
Hicroximo, it greatly pleaſethys, - -/- 
That in our YAORSHESon nes are: it ag dk 1M 
By verbue of thy warthy;Sonnes exploit, _ | Enter agaive, 
Bring hither the young Prince of! Portingale, GOINEN © 
The reft march on; But ere they be diſmiſt, ., -,; --..;+ 
Wee will beſtow. en cuery Souldier two Duckets, ...- 
And on euery Leaderten ; that they may know X19 
Our largeſle welcomes them, - £xewnt all but, Bal.Lor. Her 
Welcome,2on Balthazar, welcome Nephew : '' cj 
And thon Horatio, thou art welcome t003; 
Young Prince althoughthy Fathers hard mi.deeds, 
In keeping backe the Tribute that he owes, 
Deſerue but euill meaſure at our hands; - 
Yet ſhalt thou know: that Span? is honourable. ; 

Balt, The treſpaſle that my; Father made in peace, 
Is now cofitrouliby fortune of the wartes : 
And Cards once dealt;ie boots not aske why {0.2 
His menare ſlaine,a weakning to'the Realme; 
His Colours ceazd,a blot ynts hisname; 
His Sonnediſtceſt,a corfiue to his heart : 
Theſe puniſhments may'cleare his late offence. 

Kine. I Balthazar af he obſcrues this Truce, 
Our peace will grow the ſtronger for theſe warrsz 
Mcane while lijye thou, though not in libertie, 
Yet free ftombearing any-ſeruile yoake 2, -- - 
For in our hearing, thy: deſerts were great, 
Andin our faght tay ſelfe art gracious. 

Bale. And I ſhall tudie todeſerye thisgrac u 

King, But tell me, (for their holds makes s me doubt) 


To which of theſe ren rt ro wow Priſoner 
Lorev, To Wa nan 


Horat, To me, "FTPED 

Lor, This handfe firſt took $euereges Courſenby the Reines. 7 
Hor, But firft my. Launcedid put.him-from his Hosle,; 
Tor. 1 ceax his Weapon andenioyd ithrits -- 


\F T he Spaniſh Trageaie. 
[ Hor. But firſt I forc'd him lay his weapons downe, - + 
| King, Let go his arme vpon our priviledge. - "Lieb him go, 
So, worthy Prince,to whether did{t thou y celg a” 04 
Bat. To him in curteſie, to this perforce:; © 
He ſpake me faire, this other gaue me ſtrokes ; 
He promiſed life, this other threatned death; 7 Ka, 
He wanne my loue,this other coriqueredme'; : 
And truth tolay 1 yeeld my ſelf ro both; / J S191 
Hier, But that 1 know your Grace for uſt and wile, 
And might ſerme patti3ll in this difference, 
Inforſt by Nature,and by Law of Armes, 


My tongue ſhould plead for young. Horatios right : 
He hunted well, that wasa Lyons death, ' 
Not hc that ina garinent wore his s1n+ 

So Hatcs may pull dead Lyons by the Beard. 

Kixg. Contcnt thee Marſhall, thou ſhalt have no wrong, 
Andfor thy ſake thy fonne ſhalt want no right. 
Will both abide the cenſure of niy doome > | 
if Lor. I craue no better then your Grace awards. 

" Hor. Nor L akhough I fit beſidemy right. ' ie 
FI King. Thcnby my twdgement,thus your ſtrife ſhall endz 
You both deferne,aridbothſhall hauereward.) 7 - 27 5 
Nephew,thou tookſ{his Weapons,and his Horſes" © 
His Weapons and his'Horſe, are thy reward. Ss 
Herctio, thou didft force him fir(t toyechkd 4 
His Ranſome therefore is thy valours fee : 
 Appoynt the ſumme, as you ſhallboth agree; 001 t 
But Nephew, thou ſhalthave the Prince in guard, -- © ©* - 
For thine cſtate beſt fitteth ſachaGueſt : 7 26 
Horars; houſe were {mall for all his traine + 
Yer 1n regard thy ſubſtance paſſeth his, 
Andthat ſt gaerdon may bef2l! deſert, 
To him we yeeldthe Armour of the Prince, 
ID D - Balthazar of this deuice? ' 
Balt, Right well iege)ifthis prouiſo were, 
That Don Hor-1;; Sn anos. x ny; F Ie 
Whom1 admire andloue for Chiualry. 


Kmg. Heratis,\aue kim not that loues thee ſo. © 
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The Spaniſh Tragedies. © 


Now let vs hencetoſee oprSouldiers paid, 
And Feaſt our Priſoner as our friendly gueſt. Een. 
Enter Uiceroy, Alexaudro,d Vilippo. 
Uice. Is our Embaſſadour difpatcht for Spame ? 
Ale. Twodayes(my Liege)are paſt fince his depart. 
Yice. And Tribute payment gone along withhim? 
Ale, 1,my goodLord. - 
Fice, Thenreſt we here awhile in our vnreſt, 
And feed our forrowes withſome inward ſighs; 
For deepeſt cares breake neuer into teares. + 
But wherefore fit I in this Regall throne? 
This better fits a wretches endles moane, Fals tothe gronnd 
Yet this is higher then my fortunes reach, 
And therefore better then my ſtate deſerues: 
I;I, this Earth Image of Melancholly, 
Secks him whom Fatcs adiudgedro miſery ;. 
Here let me lic : now am I at the loweſt. 
Dn tacet in terragnon habet unde cadat, 
In me conſumpſit wires fortuna nocendo: 
Nl ſupereſt vt tam poſſit obeſſe mags. ; 
Yes, Fortune may bercaueme of my Crowne + 
Here, take it now, let Fortune docher worſt, 
Shee will not rob me of this ſable weed: 
O no, ſhee. enuics none bur pleaſant things, 
' Such is the folly of deſpightfull Chaunce, 
» Fortune is blind, andſces not my deſerts g 
So is ſhe deafe, and heares notmy laments: 
And could ſhe heare,yet is ſhe wilfull mad, 
And therefore will not pitte my diſtreſſe. 
Suppoſe that ſhe coui'd pitie me,what then? 
What helpe can be expe&ed at her hands, | 
Whoſe foot ſtanding ona.rowling ſtone, .- _ 
And Minde more mutable then fickle winds; - ;j .--1: - 
Why wailc I then where's hope of no redrefle ?. 1... 
O yes! complaining makes my gricte {cemeleſle, l 
My late AED ATRASY my 54 thy uit tbitngd 
My breachof Faith,occafion'd bloody warres, -» . | 
Theſe blogs mermnpnys (Peneany trenarty 
FO 5s 3 a 


T he Spanifh T ragedie. 

' And withmy Treaſure,my peoples Blood'r + - - | 

= with {ir too ans toy and beſt Beloned; © -- 

My beſt Beloued, my {weet and onely Sonne. 

O wherefore went 1 not to Warre my ſelfe ? 

The cauſe was mine, I might haue dyed forboth :+ 

My yecres were mellowgbut his young and greens; 

My death were naturall,but his was forced, '* + 
Alex. Nodoubt(my Liege)but ſtill the Prince ſaruiues, 
Vice. Suruiues, 1 but where ? : 

Alex, in Spaine apriſoner,by miſchance of Warre. 

Vice, Then they: hanelaine him fo: his fathers fault:. 

Al:x, That were abreach tocommon law of Armes. 

Vice, They reake no Lawes,that meditate revenge. 

Alex, Hisranſoms woiik will ſtay from foule renenge. 

Yice. No,if he liucd,the newes would {oone be here. 

Alex. Nay,euill newes will flie faſter ftillthen'good; 

Urce, Tell me nomore of Newes;for he is dead. - 

Yilkp. My Soueraigne, pardon the author of ill Newes, 
And llebewray the fortune of thy ſenne. _ 


Fice. Speake on, Ile guerdon thee what ere it be, + 
Mine Eare 1s ready to receie 1}l Newes; . © 934 
My Heart growne hard gainſt miſchiefes battery + 
Stand vp I ſay,and tell thy taleat large, . © 

Jil. Ther heare the truth, which thefe mine eyes hane ſecing. © 
When boththe Armies were in battellioyn'd, | 4 
Den Balthazar amidit the thickeſt rroupeg, © | 04 * 


m_ 
Fo 


To win renowne;did wondrous feats of Armes:'- 

Amongſt the reſt;I ſaw htm hand to hand, 

In ſingle fight with their Lord Generall, 

Till e{lexax&ro (that here counterfeits © 

Vnder the coleur of adutious friend) > © - - 

Diſcharg'd his Pijſtoll ar the Princes backe; - /- 

As though he would haue1laine their General? + - 

But therewithall, Don Ba/rbazar fell downe: 

And whenhe fell,then we began to flie : 

But had he liv'd, the day hadfbre been ours. © _ 
eAlex. O wickedforgery : Otrayterons miſcteant;- 
Fice. Roldthouthy peage ; But now /i/tppoſay, - + © 

| Where- 


2 .& 
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The Span ani Tragedie q 


Where ther beeame the" cark: of my 'Sonne ©1127 - {3122 T 
Fillp. 1 ſaw then atag it tothe Seat (OET 08 
Vice. 'L, 1,my,nightly dreames wap methjs. 

Thou falſe, vnkin ,vnthanFfall rrayterous beaſt, ? 4 x 

Whetcin had #althaz4 offcn thee, © 

That thou ſhouldſt thus" betray him'tb zourfoes7” 

Was't 5p» gold that bleated ſo thineeyes, 

That thou could ſee no part of our deſerts? 

Perchance becauſe thou art Terſerae: Lord, : 

Thou haſt ſome hope to weare this Diademe, 

If firft my ſonne,andthen my felfe were flaine 7 © 

But thy ambitious rhoughts ſhall breake thy neck? - 

I, this was it that made thee (pill his blood; 

He tabes the Crowne and putt it on agar. 

But now Ile weare ittill thy blood be ſpit, 

Alexi"V onchſafe(deate Souerai proninn defy. 
Pice, Away with him,his fight1s > locondhells 

Keepe himtill we derctmine of his death; 

If. Zalthaz.ar be dead, hee ſhall not liue, ' 

TUuilippo, follow vs for thy reward.. $. 

lip. Vim ek [ with anenuious forged gets,” 
Deceit betrayd mine enctny;- 
And ren for ren of -my villany. _. p "Tipe , 
©" Enter Horatio and Belimperia.”” Napa ua 
Fel. Signivr Ho-arithis isrhe place,and CEEY howyazt 

Wherein I T maſt entreattheeto relate 

The circumftance of Dov «A#d#edr death, © 

Who liuing, was my Garlands chiefeſt Flower, 

And in his death, hath buried my delights, © 

Hori 'For loue of him, and{erwice t to your ſclfe,. " 

Ile not refaſc this doſcfull heatiy charge: - 527 

Yer teares and ſighs (I feareYwill hinder me. $94.68 

When bothour Armics were aloyndrofigh. ths 5 

Your wertby Caualteramidltthe thickeſt, , WO 

For glorious cauſe, ſtill aymingatthe faire@, 

Was at the laſt by \ youthg Don Balthazar, 

Encountred handto hand; their fight was kg _ 

Their hearts were grear,their clamouts menacing 

B. 3. 
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Their ſtrength alike,tacir, trokes oth dangerous; ..-(. 
But wrathfull Nemej:, that. W1c ke paners +] | 
Enuying at eAndreas praiſe and worth, 
Cut ſhort his life, to end his praiſe and worth; 
Shee, ſhe her ſelfc, d:iſguiſde in Armours maske, 
(As Palla was before proud -Pe-gamms)) , | | 
Brought in freſhſupply of Ha'bardiers, - | 
Which paunchthis horſe,and dingd him to the ground: 
Then young Don Balthaſar,with ruthleflc rage, 
Taking aduantage of his fees diſtrefle, 
Did finiſh what his Halbardiers begun, 
And left not till A-dreas life was done. TR 
Then (though toolate)incenſt with uſt remorce, 
I with my band ſet foorth againſtthe Prince, 
And brought him priſoner from his Halbardiers,. ,_ . 

Bel. Would thou kadſt ſlaine him tharſlue my Loue ; 
But then, was Don e-Andreas carkaſle loft? 
Hor. No that was it for which I chiefly trougy 

Nor ſtept I backe, till I recoueredbims _ 
I tooke him vp, and wound him in mine armes, 
And welding him voto my priuate Tent, EWA 
There l2yd him downe, and deawd him with my teares,. - - 
And fighdand ſorrowed as became a Friend z - __ 
But neither friendly ſorrowes,ſfighes,nor teares, 
Could win pale Death from his yſurped right. 
Yetthis1 gid, and lefſe I couldnot doe, _ | 

_ Tfaw him honoured with due Funcrall 2... 
This Scarfepluckt off from his Luelefſearme, . 
And weare it in remembrance of my Friend. | 

| _ Sel, I know the Scarfe, would he had kept ic ſtill; 
For had he liued, he would hauc kept it (till, 

And worn it for his Zekmperias ſake z / 

For Twas my fauour at bis laſt depart : 

But now weare it both for him andme; 

For after him thou haſt deſeru'd it beſt : 

But for thy kindneſſe in his life and death, 

Bc lure while Zelynperiac life endures, . | ,_... 1: 
Shee will be Des Horeti0; thankfull friend. 


= 
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Her, . And (Madame) Woo Hordtu will net flicke; 
& umbly to ſeruefaire © hmparin;” © 0169] O16 it ws 
ut'now if your good liking ſand thereed, - BAD tt 
Ile crave your pardon,to goe ſecke the Prince, ” AS. 
For ſo oe Dake your fathcr gave wecharge. © Mg 
Fel. " ga indgat kave me here al6nc, Fr no. 
For fins <beft fitsmy cheareRe Hood qQ!% aud 
Yet wharauailes eo Wale Und2#/ death,” c1ve 11 
From whence Heyatio prooues thy ſecond Loved” Me 
Had he not loued «Andrea ashe dif, © 303 bf1 
He could nor ſit in Belimperiar thhoghts: 
But how can Loue findharbour in my Ne 
Till I reuenge the death of any Belou6d2 
Yes, ſecond1.oue ſhall further my renetgey 
Ile lone Horatio my Anaredd friend, 
The more to ſpightthe Privice, gk 
And where Dov Balthitesr thatflewthy Lone, 1 
Himſeife now pleades for fauourar my hands, | ' ant ; 
He ſhall i rigour of my iti Lot 1 
Reape long repentance of ionic deed 
For what waſbelte, Py mtrom: mag cowardife, . | 
So many to oppteile onewvaliant Knight,” - 1b 
WirkoutiretpttafHenour Is the fight pl A or S 
And heere he comes that murderediny delight, : * 
Emir Lorenzo,and Blilibazan, ' | Pearl 
Lor;. Siſter; what meanes is melancholy make? * 
Bel. That for a while I wiſhnocompany. 46 
Lor. Fut heere rhe Prince is come tovilit.you.” -- 
Zel. Thatargues that he Tmes at libertie. 
Bal.. No Madame, bur in pleafing ſeruitude:. 
Bel Your Priſonthen(belike)isyour Conceit.' 
Bal. 1, by:Conceit my Mp rn AG ITY 
Bel. Then with conceit cnlarge your ſclfe againe--- 
Bal. What if Conceit hane laid os heart to gage? 
Bel. Pay that. ycu borrowed,and recouer it. - - 
Bal, 1 he if-1 ies from whence it lies. 
Bel, A heartleſſe man, and liues/a miracle, 
Bel. 1 Laly,LayGcanwarke ſuch miracles” 


"# 
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And is [x oyatank, Laine her wrigh yonr ours: 1H 
Bel. What boats complaint, wyhen;there $,NOrcmedy..; 
Bal. Ves,to jour gracious {clfe,muſt I complaine, 

In whoſe faire anſwere,lyes my remedy, 5 1 C1 7 ©! 

On whoſe perfe&ion,all.y. thoughtsartend, 1 1» 

On whoſe aſpe&,naine-gyes find Beauties Bower: i) - 
In whoſe tranſlucent Breaſts,myheart is lodged. /;/-; -- 
Bel. Alaſle(my.Lord)theſe are but werdsof.courſe,,: 

And but deuig'd todrine me from this place... | 

Shee going in, lets fall ber Glowe which Horatio 

$851d 76 £34 12k coming ant taker it per 01) 7 

Hor, Madame, your Gloue, Jo cab Sdrognit21t link 
Bel. Thanks-good Horatzo,take it for thy paines. 
Bal. Signior Horatio teopt in happy time, ' - 1 
Hof. xeap'd,more grace then Ideſerw'd,or hopider -: ! 
Lor. My Lordgbe fat diſmay d for what 1s p a1 6 wy 

You know that-women-oft are humergus';.; 1: 1 157 

Theſe Clonds will oyer-blow with little winde ; |: 

Let me alone,Lle ſcatrer them my {elfe : 


Meane while, let ys deutſe to ſpend the time 
In ſome delightſome- 1150: 62 


Things were in readinefle before I came. 
bal, Then here ut fits ys to attend the King, 
To welcome hither ourEwbafladour, » : +; ;:. 
And learne;my Father;and my Countries health, 
Enter the Benquees. 1 rumpers.the King, aud Envbaſſador: 
Kmg. See Lord Embaſſadour,how Spaweentreats; - 
Their Priſoner Balba/ar, thy Viceroyesſonney 
We pleaſure more in kindneſſe;thenin warres; | | 
Emtraf: :Sadis our King, and Portmgale laments, -\* | 
Suppoling that Bs Bathaſar is laine; 1! + 7 
Bal. So am Elaine by Beauties tyrannie z 
You ſce (my.Lotd) how Balthazar isflaine : 
I trolike wizhtho Duke of Caſtiter ſonne;'-//1: | /. 1 © 
Wrapt eucxphowre ippleaſures of the Contr; | | oh 
4 And 


A 
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Andgracd with fauours of his Maieſtie. DIP 
arg. Put off your greetings till oar Feaſt beedone: 
Now come and fit with vs,andtaſteour cheare. + * | 

| Sit tothe Banghet.” | 
Sit downe young Prince,you arconr ſecond Gaeſt: 
Bro: her & er and Nephewtake your place: 
Signior Horatio, wait thou ypon our Cup, - 
For well thon haſt deſeruedto be honoured. 
Now Lordings fall to, Spaine ts Portengale, 
And Portingal: 18 Spaine ; we both are friends, 
Ttibure is paid, and we entoy our right, 
But where is old Hi:roxme, our Marſhall 
He promiſed vs in honour of our Gueſt, * 

To grace our Banquer with ſome pompous ieft, 
Emer Hieronrmo with a Drumme, three Kniphts,cach bis 
Scatchiox : then he fetches three K SRp. W 

their Crownes and them captive.” 
Hier ome, this Maske contents mine eye, 
Although I ſound not well the myſtery. 
Hier. The firſt armd Knight; that hung his Scutchion VP, 


; He takes the Scutchion,and Fines it tothe K thg. 
Was Engliſh Robert, Earle of Gloceſter, ' —- 

Who when King Stephen bore ſway 'in Albion, 

Arrurd with twentie thouſand men 

In Pertingale, and by ſucceſle of warre, 

Enforc'd the Ling (then but a Sarafe) 


© Tobearethe yoakeof tlv.Engliſh Monarchie. 
King. My Lord of Portingale, by this you ſee, 
ThatFhich may comfort bothyour King and you, 
And makeyour late difcomfort ſceme the leſſe, 
But ſay Hieronime, what was the next ? 
Hier. The ſecond Knight that hung his Scutchion vp, 
He doth as hee did before, 
Was Edmund Earle of Kent in Albion, 2g 
When Engliſh * -ard wore the Diadem : 
Hee came likewiſe and razed Lirbone walles, 
And tooke tite King of Portingale in fight - 
For which, and other ſuch like ſeruice done; 
| 'c 
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He after was created Duke of Yorke. | 

K mp. This 1$ another ſpeciall argument, 0-3 
That Portinea/e may daine'tobeare our yoake, 

When it by little E»9/2nd hath beene yoakt, 
But now Hieronime, What were the laſt ? « 

Hier. The third andlaſt,not leaſt in our accouny, 

Dams as hee did bBftre, 
Was (as the reſt) a valiant Engliſhman, - |, 
Braue /ohn of Garmnt the Duke .of Lancaſter, vom 
As by his Scutchionplainely may appeare:, * 
He with a puiſant Army came to Spam, 
Andtooke our King of Caſtile priſoner. 

Emb: ſ. This isan argument for our V icercy, 
| That Spam may not-inſult for her ſucceſle, 

Since Engliſh Warriours likewiſe co-quered Spaine, 
And mKtc them bow their knees to Albren. 

Kmg. Hirronime, ] drinke to thee for this deuice, 
Which hath pleaſedboth the Embaſſadour and me : 
Pledge me Hieronime, if thou lone the King. 

Takes the (up of Horatio. 
My Lord, I feare we ſit but ouer-long, 
Vnleſle our dainties were more delicare ; 
Bur welcome are you tothe beſt we haue, 
Now let vs in, that wee may be diſpatchr, 
I thinke our Counſell is already ſer, Externt 0mnes. 
| Anarea. | 

Come we for this from depth of vnder ground, 
Toſce him feaſt thar gaue me my deaths wonnd? 
Theſe pleaſant ſights are ſorrow tomy ſoule , 
Nothing but League, and Loue,and Banqueting ? 

 _ Revenge. 

Pe ſtil! 2 Lndrea, ere we goe from hence, 
Ileturne their Friendſhip into fell Deſpight ; 
Their Loue to mortall Hate,their Day to Night: 
Their Hope into Deſpaire,their Pe2ceto Warre ; 
Their Ioyesto Paine, their Blifſe to Miſery, 
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ACTVS' SECVNDVS. * E 
Enter Lorenzo,and Balthazar. 


| Lorebea12. 44 00 

M: Lord, though Zelimperia ſeenie thus coy; 
Let Reaſon hold you in your wonted toy : 

In time the ſauage Bullſuſtaines the Yoake: 
In time all haggard Hawkes will ſtoope to:Lure : 
In time {mall Wedges cleaue the hardeſt Qake: | 
Intime the hardeft Flint is pierſt with ſofteſt ſhowre: 
And ſhee in time, will fall from herdifdaine; 
Andrulc the ſufferance of your friendly paine, 

Bal. No, ſhe is wilder,and more hard withall, 
Then Beaſt,or Bird,or Tree,or ſtony Wall. 

But wherefore blot I Belimperias name 2. 

It is my fault,nor ſhe, that merits blame, 

My feature is notto content her fight ; - 

My words are rude, and worke her nodelight: 
The lines I ſend her, are but harſhandill, - - 
Such as doe drop from Pay andMarſis quill > 
My Preſents arenot of ſafficient coſt, - 
.Andbcing worthlcfſe, all my labour s loſt. 

Yet might ſhee lone me for my yaliancie ; 

T, bur that's ſlaundered by Captinitie, 

Yet might ſhee loue me to comtent her Sire : 

I, but her Reaſon maſters her deſire; - 

Yer might ſhce loue me; as her Brothers friend: 
I, but her hopes ayme at ſome other end. 

Yet might ſhee lone me,tovp-reareher tate ; 
T, but perhaps ſhee loues ſome Nobler mire. 
Yet might ſhee loue me as her Beauties thrall: - 
I, but1 feare ſhee cannot loueatal'; 

Lor. My Lord, for my ſake leaue theſe extaſies, 
And doubt not but weele finde ſome remedy; 
Some cauſe there is, that lets you-not beloued; 
Firſt that muſt needs be knowne,and then remooued.. 


What if my Siſter louc ſome other Knight? | 
| Tk T Bal, 
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- Bel, My Summersday will turno to Winters night, . 
Lor, I have already. found a ſtratagem, © * 
To ſound the bettome of this doubtfull rheame. 
My Lord,for once you ſhall be ruPd by me, 
Hinder me not what ere you heare or ſce :. 
By force,or faire meanes,w1ll I caſt about, 
To find the truth of all this queſtion'out. 
Hoe, Pedrimgane, | Enter Pedringans, 
Ped. Signiour ? 
Lor, Un que prefto. 
Ped. Hathyour Lordſhip any ſernice to command me ? 
Lor. 1 Pedrmgano, {cruice of import, _ 
Andnot toſpend the time in trifling words, 
Thus ſtands the caſe. It is not long(thou knoweſt) 
Since I did ſhield thee from my fathers wcath, 
For thy conueyancein Anareas loue ; 
For which, thou wert adiudged to puniſhmegt: 
I ſtood ketwixt thee and thy puniſhment, © 
And ſince thou knowſt how I hauc fauouredthee. 
Now totheſc fauours will I adde reward, 
Not with faire words, but ſtore of golden Coyne, 
And Lands and Liuings ioynd with Dignities, _* 
If thou but ſatisfie my iuft demand: _ | 
Tell truth,and haue me for thy laſting friend. 
Pel. What ere it be your Lord(hip ſhall demand, 
My bounden dutic bids me tell the trutin, 
If caſe in me it lies to tell the truth, _ 
Ler Then Pedringaxo, this 1s my demaund, © 
Whom loues my ſiſter Bel:mperta, 
For ſhee repoſethall her truſt in thee? 
Speak man, andgaine both friendſhip and reward: 
1 meanc, whom loues ſhee in Andrecs place? + 
Ped. Alas my Lord,fince Don eAndreas death, 
I haue no credit with her as before: 
”_ Kgroners = - wow _ it ſhce loue or no. | 
”. Nay it thou dally,then I am thy foe, Drars his [word 
And fearc ſhall 29s 4 Ce bp 29s + win ; Pp 4 
Thy death ſhall bury what thy life conceales; 


Thou 


/ \ 
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Thou dyeſt for more eſteeming her, then me,” | 
Ped, Oh, ftay my Lord. 
Lor. Yet ſpeake thetruth,and I will guerdon thee, 

And ſhield thee from what cuer can cnſue, A 

And w1ll conceale what cre proceeds from thee : 

But if thou dally once againe,thoudyelt. 

Ped. If Madame Belimperia be in loue. 

Ler. What villaine, Ifs and ands? 

Ped. Oh,ſtay my Lord: ſhee loues Horatio, 

"Balthazar ftarts backes 

Lor; \ hat Don Horatio our Knight-Marſhals ſonne ? 

Ped. Euenhim my Lord. Sag! 

Lor. Now ſay,but how knowelſt thou that he is her Loue, 
And thou ſhalt find me kindandliberall? 

Stand vp I ſay, and fearelefle tell the truth, 

Ped. Shee ſent him Letters,whichmy (clfe perus'd, 

Full fraught with lines, andarguments of Loue, 

Preferring him before Prince Balthazar. 

Lor. Swearc on this Croſſe, that what thou fayelt is true; 
Andthat thou wilt conceale what thoy haſt told. 

Ped.. I ſweareto both, by himthat made vs all, 

Lor. Inhope thine Oath is truc,heere's thy reward : 

But if I proouc thee periurdand vnlult, 

This very Sword whereon thou tookſt thine Oath, 

Shall be the worker of thy Tragedy. 

Ped. What I haue ſaid is true, and ſhall for me, 
Bee ftill concealdtrom Zelimperia : | 
Belidcs, your Honours liberalitie, Sato, 
Deſcrues my dutious ſcruice,cuenti!l death, - * 

Lor. Let this be alt that thou ſhalt doe for me: 
Be watchfull when,and where theſe Louers meet, 
And giue me notice in ſome ſecret ſort, - 

Ped. I will, my Lord, _ F 

Lor. Then ſhalt thou find that I am liberall : 
Thou knowſt that 1 can more aduance thy ſtate, 
Then ſhee; be therefore wile,and faile me not; 

. Goe and attend her, asthy cultome 1s, 

Leſt abſence make her thinke thou doſt amiſle, Exit Ped. 
Wer Why 


: 
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Why ſo: Tam armis quamingens; eng: 
Where Words preuaile not, Violerce preuailes: | 
Bur Gold doth more then cither of them both. 

How likes Prince Balthazar of this ſtratagem ? 
Bal. Both well.and ill; it makes me glad,and fad: 

Glad,thar I know the hinderer of my Love ; 
Sad, that 1 feare ſhee hates me whomT love; 
Glad, that I know on whom to be reuenged 
Sad, that ſhecle flie me, if I take reuenge; 
Yet muſtI take reuenge,or dic my ſelte, 
For Loue reliſted, growes impatient. 
I rhinke FHorarrs be my deſtin'd plague: 
Firſt, in his hand he brandiſhed a Sword; ; 
And with that Sword, he fiercely waged Warre, 
Andinthat Warre,he gaue me dangerous wounds, 
And by thoſe wounds, he forced me to yeeld, 
And by my yeetding,t became his {laue: 
Now in his mouth he carries pleaſing words, 
W hich pleaſing words, doe harbour fweet conceits, 
Which {weet conceits, {mooth Belimperias Eares; 
And through her Eares, diue downe into her Heart, 
And in her Heart ſets him, where I ſhould ſtand, 
Thus hath he tane my Body by his force, 
And now by {leight would cap. iuate my Soule; 
Bur inhis fall, Lle tempt the Deſtinies, 
Andceither loſe my life, or win my Louc. 

Lor. Lets goe{my Lord)your ſtaying ſtayes Reuenge, 
Doe you but follow me; and gaine your Loue, 
Her fauourmult be wonne by his remoouc. E xennt. 

' X | So Horatio and Belmperia. 

o. Now Madame, fince by favour of your lone 

Our hidden ſmeake is tarn'd Wrox -=aR WL 
 Andthat with looks and wards we feed our thoughts, 

(Twochiefe contents) where more cannotbe had: 

i hus 1n the midſt of Lones faire blandifhments, 
Why ſhew you ligne of inward languiſhments ? 

P edrwgano Jſhewes all tothe Prince and Lorenes, 
2. plaemothemin ſecret. 


Ze. | 
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Pl. My heart(fweet friend)is like a Ship at Sea, 
Shee wiſheth Port,whereryding all eaſe, WY 
Shee may repaire what ſtormy times haue worne: 
And leaning on the Shore, may ſing with ioy, _ 
That pleaſure follow paine, and blifſe, annoy. 
Poſſe(sionof thy-Loue, is the-onely Port, - © 
Wherein my heart withfeares and hopes long rol, 
Each hovre doth wiſh and long to make reſort, 
Tiereon repaire the ioyes that it hath loſt: 

And fitting ſafe, to ſing in Cup:d: Quire, 
That (weereſt bliſſe, is crowne-of Louesdefire, 
Kalthazar and. Lorenzo alone. 

Bal, Ohſlcepe mine Eyes,fee not my Lone prophan'd 
Be deafe mine Eares, heare not my diſcontent | 
Dye Heart, another 10yes what thoudeſcrueſt, _ 

Lor, Watch {till mine Eyes,toſce the Lone disioyn'd: 
Heare ftill mine Eares, toheare them both lament ; 

eaue heart to ioy at fond Horatzes fall, 

Bel Why ſtands Horats ſpeechlefle all this while? 

Hor, The lefſe I ſpeake, the more I meditate. 

Bel. But whereon chiefly doſt thou meditare? _ _ 

Hor, On dangers paft, and pleaſures to enſue.. 

Bal, On pleaſures paſt, and dangers to enſue. 

Bel, What dangersand what plcaſures doſt thou meane ? 

Hor. Dangers of Warre,and pleaſures of our Loue, 

Lor. Dangersof death, bur pleaſuresnone ar all. 

Bel. Letdangers goe, thy warre ſhall be with me: 

Bout ſuch a warring, as breakes no bond of Peace. 

Speake thou faire words, Ile crofſe them with faire words: 
Send thou ſweet lookes,LIle meer them with {weer lookes :; 
Write louing Lines, Ile anfwere louing Lines ; 

Ginemea kiſle, Ne countercheckethy kifle: 

Be this our warring Peace,or peacciull warre, _ | 

Hor. But gracious Madame, then appoyntthe Field, ' 
Where triall of this warre ſhall firſt be made. 

Bal. Ambitious villaine, how his boldneſſe growes. 

Bel, Then by thy Fathers pleaſant Bower, the Field 
Where firkk we yow'd our mutuall amitiex TY 
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The Court were dangerous, that place 1s ſafe : ” 
Our houre ſhall be, when VeFergins toriſe, 


That ſummons home diftrefſed trauailers: 
There none ſhall heare vs but the harmeleſle Birds; 


Happily the gentle Nightingale 

Shall catroll vs aflcepe ere we be ware, 

And ſinging with theprickle at ker breaſt, 

Tell our delight and ſportfull dalliance, 

Till then, each houre will ſeeme a yeare and more. 
Hor. But Hony ſweet,and honourable Lone, 

Retu.ne we now into your fathers ſight, 

Dangerous ſuſpition waits on our delight.. 
Loy. I, danger mixt withielous deſpight, 

Shall ſend thy {oule into eternall night. Exennt, 
Enter K ing of Sp 1une, Portingale E mbaſſ- ador,Don Ciprian,fc. 
King. Broth:r of Caftue, to the Princes loue 

What faycs your daughter Belmperia? 
Cip, Although ſhee coy it,as becomes her kind, 


Andyct diſſemble that ſhee loues the Prince ; 


I doubt not 1, but ſhee will ſoope 1n time : 
And were ſhee froward which ſhee will not be, 
Yet hercia ſhall ſhee follow my aduice; 
Which is,to loue him,or forgoe my loue. 

King. Then Lord Embafladour of Portmgale, 
Aduiſethy King to make this mariage vp, 
For ſtrengthening of our late confirmed league; 
I know nobetter meanes te make vs friends, 
Her Dowry ſhall be large and liberall'; 
Beſides that,ſhee is daughter andhalfe Heire 
Vnto our brother heere, Don Cyprian, 
And ſhall enioy the moitic of his Land: 
Ile grace her Mariage with an Vnkles gift ; 
And this it is, (in caſe the match goe forward) 
The Tribute which you pay, ſhall bereleaſt : 
And if by Balthaz& ſhee haue a Sonne, 
bool IE 7 _ Kingdome after vs. 

» Le make the motion tomy Severaigne Liege, * 

And worke it,if my counſaile may » 495-5 : Op. 
. Kung, 
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King. Docſo{my Lord) andif he gine conſent, 
I hepc his preſence here will honour vs, - 
In'cetebration of the Nuptiall'day, 

And lct himſelfe determine of the time. 
Em Wilt pleaſe your Grace command me ought beſide? 
Kivg. Cominend me to the King; and ſo farewell. 
But where's Prince OT rake his can d Ps 
Emb. That is perfortn'd already,m Lord. 
King, Amongſt the reſt of what a have in charge, 
The Princes Ranſome muſt not be forgot : 
That's none of minc,but histhar tooke him priſoner; 
And well his forwardnefle deſerucs reward : 
\ It was Horatio, our Knight-Marſhals ſonne. 
Emb. Betweene vs,there's a price already pitche, 
And ſhall be ſent withall conuenient ſpeed, 
King. Then once againe farewell,my Lord. 
Emb. Farewell my Lord of (aftile,andthe reſt, &nt. 
= Kwmg, Now Brother, you muſt take ſome little paine, 
= To winne faire Bclimperia from her will : 
= Young Virgins muſt be ruled by their friends; 
The Prince 1s amiable, and louts her well ; 
If ſhee neg'e& him, and forgoe his loue, 
Shee both will wrong her owne eſtate and ours; 
Therefore while I doe entertaine the Prince, 
With greateſt pleaſures that our Court affoords, 
| Endeauonur you to win your daughters thought : 
= If ſhe glue backe, all this will come tonought, Excunt. 
INF ' Enter Horatio, B:lumperta. ang Pedrin 0419, 

> Hor, Now thatthe night begins with able wings, 

. > Toouer-cloud the brightnefle of the Sunne, 

7 And that indarkneſſe pleaſures may be dane : 

| Come B-lmperra, let vs tothe Bower, 
And there in ſafcrie paſſe a pleaſant hower. 
Kel, 1 follow thee my Louc,and wi!l not backe, 
Although my fainting heart controules my ſoule. 
Hor. Why ,make you doubt of Pedringazos faith ? 
Fel. 'No,he isas truſtie as my ſecond ſelte. 
G0c Pearivgaxo, watch without the gate, 
D 
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Jet vs know if any make approchs. . 
Nw In ſtcad of watching, Ile deſcrue more gold,, _ 
By fetching Don Lorenzotot is match... Exit Ped, 
Her, What meanes my Louc ? 
B:/. T know not what my ſelfes. 
And yct my heart foretels. me ſome miſchance. f 
Hor. Sweet, [ay not ſo : faire Fortune isour friend, 
And Heauen hath ſhut vp day,toplcaſure vs: . 
The Statres/thou ſeeſt)hold backe thei; twingkling ſhine, 
And Luna hides her ſelfe, to pleaſure vs, - 
Bel. Thou haſt preuaild, Ile conquer my miſdoubr,, . 
And in thy loue and counſell,drowne my feare: 
I feareno more, louenow is all my thoughts. 
Why ſit we net? for pleaſure asketheaſe.. 
Her. The more thou {itt within theſe leauy Bowers, 
The more will Fora decke it with her Flowers, 
Bel. 1 but if Floraſpie Horatio heere, « 
Her icalouseye willthinke I fit too-neere, | 
Her. Harke Madam,how the Birds record by night, 
For ioy that Belmperia fits inſight, 
Bl. No, Cupid connterfeits the Nightingale, 
Toframe ſweet Muſicke to Heratze: tale. 
Her. 1f Cupid ſing, then Yenws is nat farre: 
1, thou art Vers, or ſome fairer Starre, 
Bel. If I be Vemns, thou muſt needs be Mars; 
And where Marrreigneth,there muſt needs be Warre, 
. Her, Thenthus begin our watres; put forth thy hand, 
That it may combate with my ruder hand; 
Bel. Set foorth thy foot,to try the puſh of mine, 
Hor. But firſt my loqkes ſhall combate againſt thine, 
Zel. Then ward thy ſelfe;I dart this kiſlc at thee, 
Hor. Thus T returne the dart thou threwſt at me, _ 
Bel, Nay then to gaine the glory of the field, 
My twining armes ſhall yoake and make thee yecld, 

Hor. Nay,then mine armes are large and ſtrong withall: | 
Thas Elmes by Vines are compaſt, till they fall. : 
bel. O lt me goe,tor in my troubledey es, 
Now mayft thou read, that life in paſsjon dyes. 


HO. -| 
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Hor, Oftay a while,and I willdye with thee, 
So ſhalt thou yeeld, and yer haue conquered me, 
Bel. Who's there,Petringano? We are betraid, 
Enter Lorenzo, Balthazar,Cerberin,and Pedringano d1ſpniſed. 
Lor. My Lord,away withher. "Take ber aſide, 
O ſir, forbeare; your valonr is already tride., 
Quickly diſpatchmy Maſters, They hang him in the Arbour. 
Hor, What,will ye murder me? _ 
Loz.I thus & thus;theſe are the fruits of loue, They tab hins. 
Bel. O ſaue his life, and let medie for him: "2 
O ſane him Brother, ſauc him Balthazar : | 
I loucd Horatio, but he loucdnot mee. 
Bal, But Balthazar loues Belimperia. 
Lor, Although his life were ambitious proud, 
Yet is he at the higheſt nowhe is dead, 
Bel. Murder,mnrder,helpe Hieren:me, helpe. 
Lor. Come,ftop her mouth :; away withher. - Exennt, 
Enter Hierontmom hu Shirt. 
Hier, What out-crie cals me from my naked bed, 
= And chils my throbbing heart withtrembling feare, 
Which nener danger yet could daunt before ? 
 Whocals Hieroimo ? ſpeake,hereT am. 
I did not flumber,therefore 'twas no dreame. 
Nozno, it was ſome woman crid for helpe, 
=X And here within the Gardendid ſhe cr:e, 
*Z And in this Garden muſt I reſcue her, 
"> But ſtay, what murdrous ſpeacle is this ? 
"> A man hang'd vp,andall the Murderers gone; 
>» And in my Bower,to lay the guitt on me? 
ZZ This place was made for pleaſure,not for death: 
nk "ikea He cuts bimdowne. 
Thoſe garments that he weares,I ofthaue ſcene: 
Alas, it is Horatio my ſweet ſonne : 
Oh no, but he that whilome was my ſonne : 
Oh was it thou that call'dft me from my bed 
Oh ſpeake,if any ſparke of life remaine : 
| I amthy father : who hath ſlaine my ſonne 2? 
| What ſauage Monſter,not of humane kind, 
PR 
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Here hath been glutted withthy harmeleſſe blood, . 
And 'cft thy bloo-ly Corps diſhonoured here, 
For me amidſt this darke and deathfull ſhades, 
To drowne thee with at Ocean of my teares ? | 
Oh Heauens,why made you night to couer linne? | 
By day,this deedof darknefſe had not been; 
Oh Earrh,wh / didſt thou not in time deuowre 
The vile prophaner of this facred Bower? 
O poare [Horgiu ,what hadſt thou miſdone, 
Toloſe thy life, ere life was new begun? 
Ol wicked Cutcher,what ſo cre thou wert, 
How couldſt thou ftrangle Vertueand Deſcrt ? 
Aye me moſt wretched, that haue loſt my 1oy, 
In leeſing my Horatio my ſweet boy. 
| Enter $ſabella. 
I/a. My Husbands abſence makes my heart to throb. 
Hieroxtmo, | 
Hier, Heere [/abe//a, helpe me tolament, 
For fighsare ſtopt, and all my tearesare ſpent. 
Iſa. What worldof griefe ? my ſonne Horarro, 
Oh wheres the authour of this endieflc woe ?- 
Hier. Toknow the authour,were ſome eaſe of griefe, 
For in revenge, my heart would finde reliefe. 

//a Then 1s ke gone? and is my fonne gone to0? 
Oh guſhourt teares, fountaines and floods of teares : 
Blow ſighes, and raife an eucrlaſting ſtorme, 

For outrage fits our curſed wretchcdneſſe. 
Aye me Hironmo, {weet Husband (| peake, 

Hier. Heſupt with vs to right frolicke and merry, 

And ſaid, he would goe viſit Balthazar, 
At the Dukes Pallace: there the Prince doth lodge. 
Hehadno cuſtome to ſtay out ſolare, 
Hee may be in his Chamber; ſome goe ſee. Roderrgo, HO. 
Enter Pedro, and [aques, 
Ja. Aye mehe ranes : {weet Hieronmo, 
Hier. Truc,all Spaine takes note of it. 
Beſides, he is {o generally beloued, 
His Maieſtie the other day did grace him, 
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With wayting on his cup: theſe be fanoars, * 
Which doe affure me that he cannot be ſhort lined, 

i/a. Sweet Hiero:im. 

Hier. T wonder how this fellow got his Clothes : 
Sirha; firha, Ile know thetruthof all : 
Taquer, run tothe Duke of Caftiler prefently, 
And bid my ſonne Horatio tocome home, 
I, and his mother haue had ſtrange dreames te night : 
Doe you heare fir ? l[agues, I fir, 

Hier. Well fir, begon:; Pedr»,come hither; 
Knoweſt thou who this is ? 

Ped. Too well fir. 

Hier. Too-well,who>who is it ? peace 1/abella. 
Nay bluſh not man, E 

Ped. It is my Lord Horatio. 

Hier. Ha,ha,Saint Tames, but this doth make me laugh 
That there are more deludedthen my ſelfe. 

Ped. Deluded? 

Hier, T,l would hane fworne my ſelfe within this houre;, 
That this had been my ſonne Horarzo, 
His garments arc fo like:ha,are they not great perſwaſions> 

]ja. O would to Geditwere not fo. 

Hier. Were not //abella f Doſt thou:dreame it 18? 
Can thy ſoft boſome entertaine a thought, 
That ſucha blacke decd of miſchiete ſhonld be done, 
On one ſo pure and ſpotlefle as our fonne? © *? 
Away,I am aſhamed. | (gricfe,, 

[/a. Deare Hieromimo, calt a more ſerions eye vpon thy 
Weake apprehenſion giues but weake beliefe. 

Hicr, It was a man fure that was hanged vp here, 
A Youth,as I remember : I cut him downe, 
If it ſhow'd prooue my ſonne now after all, 
Say you,fay you: light, lend me a Taper; 
Let mee looke againe. 
© God; confaſion,miſchicfe,torment,deathand Hell,, 
Drop all your ſtings at. once i-my cold boſome, 
That now is ſtiffe with horrour; kill mequickly:. 
Be gracious tome,thou —_— night, 
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And drop this deed of Murder downe on me, 
Gird in my waſt of griefe, with thy large darkneſſe, 
And let me not ſurniue, to {ec the light, 
May put me in the minde I had a ſonne, 
Jſa O ſweet Horatio, O my dearelt ſonne. 
Hier. How ſtrangely had I loſt my way to griefe/ 
Sweet louely Roſe, 11! pluckr before thy time. 
Faire worthy Sonne,not conquered, but betrayd: 
Ile kiſſe thee now, for words with tearcs are ſtaid, 
Iſa. And Ile cloſe vp the glaſſes of his ſight, 
"For once theſe Eyes were chiefly my delight, - 
' Hier, Sceſt thou this hand-kircher beſmeard with blood ? 
It ſhall not from me, till I take reuenge. 
Sceſt thou theſe wounds, thar yet are bleeding freſh? 
T'enot intombe them til I haue'renenge : 
Then will I ioy amidſt my diſcoptent; 
Till then, my ſorrowes neuer ſhall beſpent. =_ 
1/4. The Heauens are iuſt, Murder cannot be hid: 
"Time 1s the authour both of Truth and Right, 
And Time will bring this treachery to light. 
Hier, Meane while,yood //abe//a,ceale thy plaints, 
Ort the leaſt, diſemble-them awhile : 
So ſhall we ſooner finde the praQtiſe out, | 
Andlearne by whoma!l this was brought about, 
Come [ſabe/la, now let's take him wp, They take him vp. 
And beare him in, from our this curſed place : 
Le ſay his Dirge, ſinging fits onthis caſe, 
O aliquis mihi quas pulctrum ver educat herbas, 
_ Hieronimo/ets his breſt wnto his ſword, 
Miſceat & noſtro detar medician dolor: : 
eAut fr qui facignt annum oblimia ſuccor, 
Prebeat, ipſe metum maguam quicuuque per orbem, 
Gramina Sol pulchras eff:cit in lumings oras, 
Tpſe b1bam quicquid meditatar [aga venent, 
Lnicguid & iraut enececa menia nettt. 
Omma perpetiar, letum quoque dum ſemel omni, 
Noſter in extmCto moriatur peftore ſenſus : 
Ergo two; occulosnunguam (raed vita) videbs, 
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Et tua perpetuns ſepelinit luming ſonmus.: 
Emor ira tecurn fic, Sic tuna tre ſub umbr as, 
At tamon ab [i514 properats cedere letho, 
Ne mortem viditta tuam tans nulla ſequatur, - 
Here he throwes it from hiry,and beares the body away. 
Anarca. , , 
Broughtſt thou me hither, to increaſe my paine ? - 
I lookt that #4/thaz.ar ſhould haue been lain : - 
But tis my friend Horatio that is ſlaine; 
And they abuſc faire Belimperia, 
On whom I doted more thenall the world, 
Becauſc ſhe loued me more then all the world. . 
kf Kenenge. 
Thou talkeſt of the harueſt, when the Corne z5:greene, 
The end is growne of cuery worke well done, - 
The Sickle comes not till the Corne be ripe. 
Be ſtiil, andere I lead thee fromthis place, - 
Ile ſhew thee Balthazar inheauy. calc. 
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ACTVS TERTIVS. 
Enter Viceroy of Portingale, Nobles, Alexanaro,Villippe. 


Vice, JN——_ condition of Kirigs, 

. Seated among ſo many helplefle doubty: 
Firſt, we are plac'd ypon extreameſt height, 
Andoft ſupplanted with-excecding hate: - - 

Bur eucr ſubic& tothe wheele of Chance; - 
- Andatouw higheſt; neuer 10y we ſoz-' 

As we both doubt and dreadour eucrthrow. 
So {triueth not the waues with ſundry winds, 
As Fortune toyleth-in th'affaires of Kings, -- 
That would bc fear'd, yer feare tobe beloued, . 
Sith feare,or loue;to Kings 1s flatteryz 
For inſtance(Lordings)looke vpon your King, -, 
By hatedepriued of his deareſt ſonney 
The oncly hope of our ſfucceſs1ue liues, 

Nob, | had not thought that Alexandros heart, - 


Had been-inuenom'd withſuchextreame hats; - 
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But now I ſee,that words haueſcycrall works, 
And there's no credit inthe countenance. 
Fil, No,for(my Lord)had you beheld the traine, 
That fained loue had coloured in his lookes, 
When he in Cawpe,conſorted Fa/rbawar, 
Farre more inconſtant had you thought the Sunne, 
1 hat hourely coaſtsthe Centre ot the carth, 
Then Alexandros purpoſe to the Prince, 
Vice, No more U«bppo,thou haſt ſaid enough, 
And withthy words, thou {laycſt our woundelt thoughys; 
Nor ſhall I longer dally with the world, 
. Procraſtinating Alexendres death : 
Gor ſome of you and fetch the Traytor forth, 
That as he is condemned, he may die, 
Enter Alexandro with a Noble-man and Halberts. 
Nebl. In ſuch extreames, will nought but patience ſerue, 
lex. But in extreames, what patience ſhall I vſe? 
| Nordiſcontents it mee toleaue the world, 
With whom there —_—_ can preuaile but wrong, 
Nobl. Yet hope the beſt, 
eMlex. Tis Heauen is my hope, 
As for the Earth, it is too much infeRed, 
To yeeld me hope of any of her mould. I 
Ure, Why linger ye? bring forth that daring fiend, 
And let himdie for his accurſeddeed. | 
eAlex. Not that 1 feare the extremity of death, 
(For Nobles cannot ſtoope to ſeruile feare) 
Doc 1 (O King)thus diſcontcnted liue, 
But this, O this rorments my labouring ſoule, 
That thus I dycſuſpe&ed of a ſinne, 
Whereof, as heaucns haue knowne my ſecret thoughts, 
Soaml free from this ſuggeſtion, 
Ure. Nomorel ſay; to the tortures,when ? 
Bindc him,and burne his body in thole flames, 
They bunde him to the ſtake. 
That ſhall preftgure thoſe vnquenched fires 
Of Phlegeron, prepared for his ſoute, 
eAiex. My guiiticile death willbe aucng'd on thee. 


On 
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Onthee Y/6ppo, that hatlymalic'd rhijs; | 
Or of thy meed,; haſt falſelymeaceurd. 
V4. Nay Ales SP tion monte me, 
Tic lend a hand tofendthee 


rothe Lake,” 
Where thoſe thyWwordsſhalltperiſh with 
Iniurious Tipton, tonſtrous lorem 


Emb, Stay ,hold enki ypardon of | Me 
Maieſty ) lay hands ypon /\/dppo. - (rrance? 

Vice. Embaſſadour whit nowes harkverg'd this ſadden'en- 

Em, Know my Sourraignethat Bathaear doth liuc; 

_ Whatfaveſt thouz lineth Batbdew our ſonhe ? 

. Your HighnelſeſonneL,Falthazd Goth live, 
And, well intreared inthe Court'of Spane's 
Humbly cemmends him to your Maiefhie:: 
Theſe cy es beheld, and theſe my followets, 
Withitheſe the Letters of the Kin 
Goes bum Leer: n 
Are happy witnefle of his Hightiefſe health, - 
The King lookes on the Letters,anid fireceedds. 
Vice, Thy Some dath line, your Tribute is yectiu/d 
Thy pe«ce is made, and wee are ſatiffied : 


Therift ref re ſolue 2pou at id, 
For both our hovers; elf 2 ds:? 


Emb, Theſeare his Highnoll furtherarticles, 
Gues bins wore Litters. 
Vice." Accutſed wrereb/to intimate theſe illes, 
Againſt the life —— | 
Of noble Alexantve my Lord,ynbindkim; 
Let kim vnbind thee, that is bound to death, 
To make amend 4 apaagite 


Alex. Dread Lord,in kindneſſe he oa cont no ell, 

V pon report of ſuch Tied 

But,thus wefce'our HETIINES | 

The hopeleſle life Path vſought” 

By thy ſuggeſtivas ro kiaile | 
Vice, Say falſe 7i/h5ppo, herefore del ton the yon 
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Him whom knowl gharro kinda elſe, e- 
But cuen the Ceaglperaf euro ny) 
Could once hane mooued vs,tohauc 

Alex, Szy(treacherous Filbppo) tell the Kings | 
Or whercin hath Alexandrovsd thee ill?, - 

KG Rent with remembrance of ſo foulca deed,. 

My.guiltfull ſoulc ſubmits me tothy doome:: 4 

For. not for Alexandros iniuries,, 
But for reward, and hope to be prefer'd:. 
Thug haue | ſhameleflely hazarded his life... 

Vice. Whichwillaine "hall beranſomrd with thy death, 
And not-ſo mcane a rormentas-we hecre 
Deuis'dfor him, whothou ſaidſt ſlew our (onne : 
Bat with the bitrerſt tormentsand cxtreames, 
That may be yet inuentedfor thine end. Alex ſremes ts intrect 
Intreat me riot,goe take tha Traitor hence 5. — BEx#H. 
_ rs letvs raph 
W1 l1que notice altie.. 
Li cad thoſe cingratculrIh heere, 3 

y our ic King of Spaine, 
Wee el dons LO Sb : 
Come Alexandre, keepe vs-company,,. . Exeant. . 

h waa yt Oe th 

Hie. Oh eycs! no eyes;but fountains fraught with teares. 
on life / 'oolf, <, butliucly forme of death : 

1world !  naworld, but maile wrongs 
Conkle _ fild ma bad e767 = m 

cred Heauen'/ if thisvahallowed deed, 

If this vnhumane and barbarous attempt :. 


If this incomparable Murder, y 
Of mine, but EW? 2 


Solicite 
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Solicite me, for notice.of hisdeath. 


The ougly ly Fiends doe ſal of Hell, . | 
And framelly ſteps to Woes, 
And feare my heart with ere inflamed oaghs, 
The cloudy Day, my Diſcontentrecotds, 
Early begins to regiſter my Direanes, | "Y 
And _ me a rr to ſecke — | 
Eyes, Life, World, Heauens;Hell, 
Sce,ſearch, ſhew, ſcndſome'man, | 

Some meanethat may. - | 
What's here,a Letter ? taſh,iris 
A Letter writtento Himrowme. ! | 

For want of [nke,retoine this 

Ale hath my bapheſſe Brother 

Rewenge thy ſelf+ on Balthazar 

For thoſe were they that marr 5070M 

- Hicronimo, revesge Horatios | 

And better fars the Beliraperia deeb. + 
What meanes this ynexpeRed Miracle? | 
My ſonne flaine by Levewzs, andthe Prince : 
What cauſe had they Horatio to maligne? 
Or what might mooucthee Beliwuperis; 
Torres Brother ?- Had he beenthe menne? | 
Hitz vu7me beware, thowar bettayd, ' | + 


And to incrap thy lf, | this traine is laid : 


Aduiſc thee: ,be not credulous, 
This is deuiſed to endangerthee, | 

That thou by this, Lorenzo ſhoulift acouſcy”: 
Andhe fort diſhonour done,ſhould draw 
Thy life in queſtion, and thy nameinhate. . 
Derre warthelife eFmp beloned ſoane, 
Andof his death belibbndb me boremeng'd: ©. 
Then hazard not thine owne Hieronime, - * 
But tiuc to cffe& thy reſolution: 

I therefore will by circumſtances trie, 

What I can gather toconfirme this Writ, 

And kearken negue ve Dultr of Cle houſe, 


Cloſe if 1 Pa - 
3 


Ped, I know not : 
Lor. romnom mucho Fhewimt 
Hier, My Lord. SIDE iy js 
Ped. Heacketh y climperia, 
boys What to dos, Hurmime! The Dake wy father hath 
pe er One wry DOE 
Bar if — So a2 ape 7 nv no A 
Tell me Hons | | 
Hier. Nay ,nay(my-Lord)E thanks you,it ſhall nor need, 
I hada Suit vnto her,but too late, -. 
And her diſgrace outer conf naciM 
Lor, Why Fo Hieronime:? vie me: ld ariel 
Hier. Whoyou,mp: -Lord®: _ 
I reſerue your fauourfara; or honour. 
This isa ny A toys: wii : 
Lor, All's one ic romw8,ACQUAINE MME: 1 Lange 
Her, Y faithmy Lord;tis an idls t 
I ha bin tooſlacke,too tardy; toe remi ee poionn, 
Lor. How now Hieromwmed: 
Hier, 1n troth my Losd;ivis aching of nothing z . 
bp reno gd aide 6h : Wy 
A thing of nothing; my; Loxd;;- #3 * +67] 
Lo” Why 1 Far ana nee 45 ej 
Heer. M TiC ena heantymy bogged gue Ca . 
Lor. Cons hither, Prdringene; ſee ſt chou this? ; _, Exits 
Ped. My Lord,L 1t;andſuſped; 10.500. + Fe B 
Lor. This is that villaine Serbrrixe,.._. 
That hath (I fearc) reucal'd Heyatuey. death; 


Ped. My Lord, he could notgtwas ſo lately donez 
And ſince, - hath not left my c Ws ; 


Lor. Admit he have not,hig Gans luchs 
As fearc or flattering words oth falle, 


1 know 
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nhirmanrgre 


T know his humour, 


Meer nb emey onto: 07570 
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, . 
Ped. But how, peer com ho tne Long! 
Lor, Let mealone llefendrs him 

The Prince and YT ey FRE thoumnſt Joe ris tded; 


Ped. It ſhall be don wer obs rohorreg 
Andlle gve arme my CD fommeerbiakeretr's 


Lor. When thin -s hal alter(as 
Then ſhale thou moantfor this: raty earn BIA 


Chele leron, Fa Pabngs, | 


gmt 

Page My Lord?: ©1177 on ; 

Lor. Gee ſirha,to Serberiga and bidhrjn: fortfaniih? 1. 
Meet the Prince aadnie4t'S; Layer Parke; 
Bchind the houlc, this: cuening, ; Boy, 

Page I goe my Lord. 

| Tor, But firha,lerrhe-hourebe cightaiclocke: . 
Bid himnotfaile. 

Page, I flic, my Lord; - | 

Ler. Now to confirmethe akcataica, 


Of all I TRINES Watch” - 

Vpon pr CNY >: a x 
Strongiyto to guardthe place where Pedringauo. \ | by 
This-nightfſhall murder hapleſſe Serberize, 

Thus muſt we worke, _ will ayoyd diftruſt, 

Thus muft wepraRiſe to —rnaS em $5222 v2 
Andthus one 111,an other maſt expulle;- © '- +" 

This ſlic 3 inquiry MCT mp ſpit 


_ 


Thesp 
And this ſuſp cio beaded further i: RC RVCTOY 1 
As for my ſelf, I know my ſecrer-fault, "945 35\4 
And ſodoethey; burl F:; 9 nk wie $14 
T hey that for Cayine ir ſaute ohdarigered, 7 1/5 1541 4 
Toſauc my life;for Coyneſhalt ventotedlicirs: ” -/ + 
An] nreraia that baſe companions die, 
Thed'by their life, to hazard onri got 
Nor ſhall th 1 
Ie truſt my ſelfe, my ſclfe ſhallbe my friend: 
For die they ſhall: Dankeare Een Gow, 
. Enter Pedrongaxo with d Piſtol! 

Ped. Now Frag hdr Fil ell 
And holdon Fortune,orice more\fanotr-nic;. 
Giue but ſucceſſe tomine attempting, ſpirit, 
And let me ſhift for of mine ayme+ 
Here is the Gold, this is the Gold | 
It is no Dreame that adventure for;! 7:1 -71154 207 of ids 
But Pedriigans is poſſeſt thereof; rift ff 2 
Aon ans Crs Cantclancs 22 ire? e6et 
For him,thatthus his liberall purſe bath fretcht, . 
Vaworthy ſuch a fauour may he faile; 
Andwiſhing want, when ſuchas I preuailer” TY + 
As fot thie feare of oi beNay ad 
T know (if need ſhould be)n noble Lond 
Will ſtand'betrweene me 
Beſides,this place is free from all Al ſabe. 
Here thercfore will I ſtay, andtake my ſtand. - | 

Enter theWatch, Form, 

1 I wotider much to what intentitis, 
That we are thus expreſſely chargdtowatch? | 

2 Tis by communidenrnr inthe Kinghoweneliame: 3 

3 But we were neuer went to watchnerward A 
So neere the Duke his houſe before. 

3 Content your ſ(clfe,ſftand cloſe; there's ſorncvrlae ie int. | 

= Emer Serberme. St 
Ser, Heere Serberine, attendand ſtay ythy pace, 


For here did Don rel 
re”; his! ment idle 


How 


| The SpeMfh Tragedie: 
How fit a ,if one were ſodifpogd;: 
How fs place, © oonneniplaed. 5c: oh 
Ped. vcore Bakr tm vpn: 


Nove Poting@n fe DEſer 6 
Ser. I wonder Fi fe lon! 
. Or wherefore ſhonld is CE oe G 


Ped. For this-Serberane,and ab ha't.  Shootrthe Dag: 
So,there he lies ; os Log is perfocre'd. 4 


I HarkeGenlewen,this isa Piſtolbſlioe.. . 
3 Andhere's ne flaine; tay the Marderer. | | 
Ped. Now by the ſorrowes of the ſoules in Hell, 1.4 
He ftrize: with the Watch. SALY 
Who frft lopeo Hen HE He be his Prieſt. 
3 Sirra confeſle( y the Plat... 
W hy haſt thou apron guar Far rs 
A * che malic + 
ys Core fir, you your 
haue committed this mildeedſo late. 
2: RY Marſhall withche Murderer, 
1 Onto helpe me heere 15, -_ |, 
To ing Te 
Peas: 9n1me Carry mec: be nomyovnll, 
What cre he bee, He anfwerehim and you; - 
Anddoc your worſt, for I defie youall, 163 11£ Ct : 
Enter Loremes and Balthazar, - 13800%0 
a He 09; my Loxd, whatmakes yourif 
or, FEAre DE han ' 
Bal. What ami 3845 thaywe nota 
Ler. Our we lcaſto 
dodge emer harm. 


If.ought concernes our Honour 
Lor, Not you, nor me (my "I 


For I ſuſpe&, andthe pre uamption's great; 
Thatby thoſe baſe confederares inour fault .. © 
p the deathof Don Heratio, . n 


Wee are betrayd to old Hirrowime, - 


CC DN TD RD TO OI INES 


| 8 


FheSpeniſO/Bragedie, 


I ppoer' © Lirenz#!tulh it cannot be, - > 
quitieGonkdenee med wthche thought 
Of oe in rffip danatciert x | | 
I am perſwaded; andaliffixademiemor, >;' © 1» of 
That all's rencaled to Hirrmime,). 
Ani therefore know, thatT haue caſt it thus. | Gar Pls, 


Bat here's the P + How nov wha neves with thee 2 


Page.My Lord, Serberin.is flaine 

Bat Who, Serberin my man? ___ | 

Page. Your Highnefc man, my: b 

PL 7 res Pagr, who murdered him? 

Page, a Bene phe 

Lo, Who? Hy 

Page. Pedring 

Bal. mrs. athens his Lord ſowell, 
Iniurious Vilaine,wurdefer ofhis Friend, 

Lor, Hath Podyngauc rvardered Sepbevin ? 


My Lord, leemeinereat yol ro eatorbe pains 4g 
To exaſperate ayes 2 eutethme 


With your complaints vnitemy ay Lind the King 
This their diffextion \brecdsa greater %onbe. 
Bal. Aſſure thee- Dow Lorewes heſhall 11. a 


Or cells his Highteſſc tardly ſhaltdenie, 


Meane while, llc haſte the MarftiallSefvions 5 
For dic he ſhall for this his Gainined Gee, * Ee Bal, 
Lor, Why fo, this fits aur former” 


And riencobidsthe wiſe s 
Ilay the eprefecutes erpheetoarecl 
I ſet the trap,he breake GS ten 


or re, = 
$ men thar meane to 

Muſt looke like Fowlers, totheir deareft friends; © 
He runnes toEill, whom F have hope to catch,” 
And no manknowes it was my reaching fetch. *. 
Tishardtotruſt ynto multitude, 
Or any one (in mine opinion) 


When men themiclues their ecrts will rveates ; | 
| "— Hig 


Lor. Boy.” vita 

Page. My yary 

Lor. What's hee ? TRE? 

Meſ. T haue a Letter ro your Lordſhip, 

Lor, From wn? move 

CMeſ. "From Pedringanuo; pn 

Lor. $6, he is im oned then ? 

Ae. 1, my g Lord. 

Lor. What wouldhe with vs? 
He writes vshere,7o ſand end Ld je nike; 
Tellhim, 1 hace his Levers, know his minde; 
And when we may, let him affare him of... | 
Fellow be gone, my Boy ſhall follow thee, Exie Mer 
This workes like waxe; yet orice moretric thy wits. | 


Boy ,goe, this Purſe to Pedringeno,: 
Thor knowed! the Priſon, cloſely give it him, 
Andbee aduigd that none be there abour "i 
Bidhimbe fill, but ſecret ; 
And thongh the —R_ 
Bidhim de of his deli 


Tell him,his Pardon is already fig 
And thereon bid himboldly rt 


For were he ready to be tarned off, 
(As tis my will the yttermorſt berride) - 
Thou wich his Pardon ſhalt attend him ſtill: 
Shew him this Box, tell him his Pardons in't : 
Rut eperrt not, andif thou loueft thy life: 
But let him wiſely keepe his hopes | 
He ſhall not want while Don Lorenzo lines £ away. 
Page I goe(my Lord) I runne. Exit Page, 
Lor, But ſirha, \ ſee thar thisbe cleandy done. 
| Now ſtands our Fortane of a tickle ynt, 
Andnowor neuer,cnds Lorenzo; doubts : 
One onely thing is vneffeRed yer, 
And that's to ſee the Executioner, 
Bit to what end? liſt not totruſt the Ayre” 


With vtterance of our GT” "a 


The Spamſh T ragedie. 
For feare the priuy whiſpering of the winde, | 
Conuey our w ape 5 cares,.”/",' 
That lh to0 —— | 
Et guel que. oder nefun le a, T1 
Intendo io quel mM ; baſſarae þ. Exit. 
Enter Boy with the Box... - 

Boy. My Maſter hachforbidden me tolooke inthis Box; 
& by my oben tislikely,if he had notwarned me, ſhould 
not haue had ſo much idle time : for we Men-kind inour mi. 
noritic, are liks women in their yncertaintie; that they are 
moſt forbidden,they will ſooneſt atrempt:: (@ I now, By my 
bare credit, heres nothing but the bare emptie box; were 1t _ 
not ſin againſt Secrecy,l would ſay. it. were piece of Gen- 
tleman-like knaucry; 1 ———_ to P andtcllhimhis _ 
Pardorris in this boy nay, —_ haue (worne it,had I,not- | 
ſeene the contrary, I cannot chuſe but ſmile, to thinke how 
the villaine wi the Gallows,ſcorne the Audience,and | 
deſcant on the Hang. -man; andall preſumiag of his Pardon 
from hence. Wilt not bee an odde ieſt;for.mee to ſtandand 
grace euery icſt-ab mikes, pointing my finger at this Box,as 


who ſhouid ſay, Mock on,here's thy Warrant2 Iſt nota þ 
uy ieſt, that a man ſhould jeſt himalelferodeath? Alas 
Pearir _ I am in aſortſorry for thee 5 but if I ſhould = 


nange with thee, I couldnotweepe Exix. 


Enter did adobe Pepiait 
Hier. Thus muſt we toyleinother mens extreames, 
That know not how to remedy qurawne;-: | /' 


And doe them Inſtice, whenyniuſtly we, 
For all our wrrongs,can compaſle ag: : 


But ſhall I neuer liue to (ee the day, 
Thatt may come by tuftice(of the Heauens)-. 
To know the cauſe, that may my cares allay ? 
This toyles my body,this conſamethage, -..- 
That onely I,toallmey iuſt-muſt be, +. 
And neither Gods nor Men be iuſt tome, 

Deps. Worthy Hieronime,your Office akes 
A care to puniſkhfuch as doe tranſgreſle, 


Hier. Soiſt my entice to ton has death, 


[ T hi " : B 
Who when he tined,deſeru'd ay denroidbiook, 5 ads. 


But come, for.that we came for : let's 
For heere lies that, which bidawride prone.” 1! 
Ever yt pon = and Pee —— 


Depw. Pring foorhrhePHifoneryforrhe Cours for 
Ped. Gramercic Boy : ihr poco mans we 
For I had written ro! Amore | 


But ſirhhekark membredme ſowe A i ph wnghes 
Come, - cungtbins ce{teddbiaees © coneh'd vi 
Heer. Stand footththou Monſter, Murderer of wen,” Yor 
And heere forfatixfaionef the world, | 
Confeſſe thy foll * £- ent fagit 6) £61911 
Ped.” This isſhore worke:: well;to your Marſhalſhup. - 
But fir, then youthinke thiofhalike rhoplace,-- | 
-Where we ſhallſariofieyouforthisgeare'? || 
Depse. I, Pedringans. 
* Ped. No, 1 thinkenot ſo. f. 
- Hier. Peace impudent, forthou ſhate find ſo, 
For blood with bleod, ſhall (while Iit as Indge) 
Be ſatisfied;andthe Law diſcharg'd.* 
And though my ſelfe cannotreceiuethe like, 
Kb will 1 ſce that othershanetheirri . 
iſpatch, the fault app wy 
by our Law; he {+ contend to die1: Enter Hangman, 
I Come on far, are you ready? | | 
Ped. Coder air eedicionp homme, 
Hang, To goetothis geare. 
Ped. O fir, you aretooforward ; thos wouldit faine fur- 
niſhme with a halter, xodisfurniſhme of my Habire: 
$0 ſhould goouroftis rare my Raimentir thr gears 


as 


| ThetpÞ Trade. 
_ Without boete,that's flats, |. 6 ardit> bout! of n 
RN ng 
No 
. Yes, bur chere hall be for comming downe. 
Hog, Indeed here's 2 remedy forchat. A 
Pei. How, to be turned off? - 
Harg. Ltruly. Come,are yourcady dia rim) 
T pray you (ir diſpatch, the day. goes Aways. 7 
Ped, Vihat,doe you hangby the hours? if youdoe, ] may 
chance to breake your oldcuſtome. '-_ 
Hang. Faith you have no reaſon, for I am like to breake 
oung necke- -- 
: Doeſt thou mocke me Hang-man ? Pray God Ibee 
5 vecſerted rob your knaucs parte for this. . 
Fm Alas fir,you _ 4 foot too low to:redch-it: and I hope 
you will neuer grow ſohigh, whilesF aminithe Office, 
Ped. Sirra,doſt ſee y Boy with the Box in kishand ?- 
Hang. What, he hos points to it With hisfipger 2. 
4a I, that companion. 
my I know him: not; butwhas of him ?- -- 
Doeſt thou thinke to liue till his old Doublet will 
_ theea new y_— wa hs 
Hang. I, and many a faireyeereatter,totr evpman an 
Shi. man,then eirherthou;or hee. + g 
Ped, What hath he ift his Box,as thog thinkeſt 2 
Hang. '. ith,F'cannottell,nor 1 care not greatly; 
Me thinks, you ſhould rather hearken toyour ſoules health. 
Ped. Why ſirra Hang-man, I take in ther thatis good for 
the body, ts-likewiſe goodfor! thoSoule : : andit may bee, in. 
that Boxc is Balme for both;: 
Hang.  Well,thou-art eoccethe eetried piece of Mans-. 
flefh,that euer groan'dat my Office dovre., 
Pet. _— ws neraclgiar knaves name? 
ap, 1,andt Lai! vwitnefic &c e. 
devvinhaThrrucaname.) oP - P__ 
Ped. 1.prethce-requeſt this good company topuy wary as 


_ Hay. 1 warty ſ,this i824 goodmotion: padeeates 


Thi hepa —_— 
ſee heere's a gbod fellow; =! =» 1 | | | 
Ped.. Nay,nay, nowT wmdiraii leethermaloneriy 
ſomc other time; for.now I have no greatnecd, - 
Hier. 1 haue not ſeene a wretch ſo 1 
O monftrous times, where Murder'sfer lights 
And where the Soule,that ſhon!d be ſhrin din heanen, 
Solcly delights in interdiQedthings, © 
Still wandring in the thornie paſſages, 
That i Rakes + it ſelfe of 
Murder, O bloody Monſter ; God frobind;; 
A fault ſo foule ; hould ſcape vnpuniſhed: ot Cy apr 
Diſpatch and ſee the Execution done, - "Y 
This makes me to remember thee, my ſorne. Exit Hier, 
ro Nay ſoft, nohaſte. 
eps. Why,wherefore ſtay you? Mei povbepe of of life d- 
Ped. Why I. 


go As how? 
Ped. Why Raſcall,by my from che King 
Hang.- Stand tap on that F then {you ſhall off =). WP 
| - Hee twrnes him off, 
Dep. So Executioner, conney Worries | 
But let his body be vnburiedy: | 
Let not the Farch be choaked, or infeR 


With thatzwhich Froeuent cofiterne, and men negleR, 
. Exeunt. 


Hier. Where ſhall'T reno my Woes, 
My woes, whoſe weight hath wearied the earth ? 
Or mine Exc'aimes, . an haue ſurcharg'd the Ayre;. 
With ceafeleſſe Plaints, for ny: deceaſodSonnes --. 


The bluſtring Winds, conſpiring ing with my words, . 
At my !ament, hanemeou'd the leafelefle trees; 


Diſroab'd che Meadowes of their henwndgaic greene, 
Made Mountaines Marſb,withSpring-tide of my teares ; > 


And broken-throughthe Brazengates of Hell. 
Yet ſti!! tormented is my tortured Soule, 1+ 


With brokenfighes, and reltleſſepaſsions,; - - 
Ths winged mountgnd hovering an 


oe Cr Guo ee enen ern mans ons. 


7 he Spaniſh Trageadie.© 
But at the Windowes of the Wt APPS 
Soliciting ap ar Rs - wighe 
But they are plac'din thoſe Imperia " RI 
Where mentor _ emeaks 1 | 
I find the place 1m Bs 
Reſiſt my-woes, and giuemy wordan0 way. - 
Enter with a Letter. 
Hang. O Lord fir, Godblefſeyouſir; the man fir, Peng, 
Sir, hee that was ſo fullof merry/conceits,'+-. /- 
_ 0 Lovdiirhe an crmmgatarithe fellow hud 
Hang. O went Way 
a faire Commiſsion to the contrary. no EE his $Palpant; 
I pray you fir, we haue done him wrong. -. 
Heer, I warrant thee, g ive it mes; 
Hang. You will andbermecnecie Gallowes and 
Hier. 1,1. | o 
Hang. 1 thanke 


Take truce with roivoks; while I dons, 
AMy Lord, [ wiite EY anonaoradytin, , 
That 10u weld Labour my delmery : 

If you nin life 15 + efrrd 
And im my death, [ ſoall rexeats the erath +1 


7 Lord) I flew him 
Token (7 nd) fir Wo, 


Wome by rewards aud hopefall pre 
I bolpe to wnrder Don H KA oo mrs 
- Holpe hetomurder mine Horatio, - 
And aRors intlvaccurſed T 
Waſt thou Lorenzo, Balthazar, 
Of whem my ſonae,my ſorme fd well 
What haueT heard > what haue mine eyes beheld? 
_ Heauens, may it come topaſle, 
rene W 
cloſely olong conc 
Shalithusbe thus ng 
Nom ſee Lwhat, I —_— then uſpe, 
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T he Spaniſh Tragedie. 
That B ty pong nemo LIE 
Nor fained ſhe,though faiſely they haue ages. 
Both her, my ſ(clfe,Horatis, and theinſtlues : - 
Now may I make comparetwixt hers andthis, 
o oyaly poems I _—_ could find, 
ill now, and now I feelingly perceiue 
They did, what cad x4 op-6 PPAR, 
O falſe Lorenzo, are way ane ke 
Is this the honour that thon didſt 2 
And B a{thazar, bane tothy foule and me 2 
Was this the ranſome he reſt fer thee ?..- - 
Woe to the cauſe of theſe conſtrained Warresg 
'Woe to thy baſeneſſe,andcaptiuirie. -  -- 
Woe to thy birth, thy body ,and thy ſoule, - -- - 
Thy oF father, and thy conquered ſelfe, 
And band with bitter cndtrnritngin, F 
The day and place where hedid pitic thee... 
But wherefore waſte I'mine ords,- 
When nought but Blood will atisfiomy woes ? 
I will goc plaine metro my Lordthe King, | 
And cry alowd for Juſtice throughthe- Court, 
Wearing the Flints with theſe GIN, 
& Andcither purchaſe luſtice by intreats,/ 
Or tyre theak all withmy reucnging threats, Evi. 
Enter i#billa, and ber Alayd.. 

I/a.. So that you ſay this kearbe will purge thncpes, 
And this the head: ah,butnone of them wil purge the heart: 
No there's no Medicine left or my 
Nor any Phiſicke to recure the Dead. Sbe runes Lundiches 
Horatio, O where's Horatio ? 

Maid. Good Madame. affright not thus yourlefe, 
With outrage for your Sonne Horatiog + 
He Ly Tos in the Elizian Fields. 

Iſa. W [ not glue you gownes, 
Bought you 2 Whiſtle,and Whipftalke too, .. 
To be reucngedon their villanies? -- 
Maid, Madam,theſe humours dot torment. my Goule, | 


Wo My ſoule,poore ſoule ythoutalkit of chgs, 
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. The Spaniſh Tragedit- 
Thou knoweſt not what,my ſoule hath, ſiluer wings, 
That moutits mevp ynto the higheſt heauens : , 
To Heaucn, I there {its my Horario, 
Back'd witha troupe of fiery Cherubins, 
Dauncing about his newly healed wounds, | 
Singing ſweet Hy mmes,and chaunting heaucnly notes; 
Rare Harmony to gieete his innacency,._, © | 


ke = 'd ; I,dieda Mirror in our dayes. 


' where ſhall I finde the Man,the Murderers, 
wy ew Horatio? Whither ſhallIrunne 
To find them out, that murdered my Sonne? _ Exeunt. 
| Bchimperia at a window, 
Bel, What meancs this outrage that is offered me? 
Why am I thus ſcqueſtred from the Court? 
No notice; ſhall I not know the caule, | 


. Of this my ſecret and ſuſpirious illes? 


Accurſed Rs ynkind Murderer, 


' Why bendſt thou chus thy mindto Martyr me? 


Hieronimo, why write of thy wrongs? 
Or why art thou ſoſlacke inthy reuenge ? 
eAudrea,O Andrea! thatthou ſawelt 


 Meesfort / roanper Horatio handledthus; 


And him forme,thus cauſeicefſemurdered, 
Well.force perforce, L muſt conſtraine my ſelfc 
Toparience, and apply me to the time, 
Till Heauen (as Lhane hoped) ſhall ſer me free. 
Enter Chriſtophel. 
(fri. Come Madame Belawperia;this muſt not be. 
- Enter Lorenzo, Balthazar andthe Page. | 

. Lor. Boy,talke no further,thus farre things goe _ell 
Thouart afſurcd that thou-ſawet him dead? 

. Page, .Orelſe (my Lord)I line not. 

Lor. That's enough. 
As for his refolurion in his end, 
Leaue that to him with whom he ſoiournes now :; 
Heeretake my.Ring andgiueit nt ng 
Andbidhim let my fiſterbc ealarg'd, 


And bring herhicher ſtraight, 


T he Spaniſh T ragedie. 

This that I did, wag. for a poli "FORO 
To ſmoothe and keepe the murder ſecret,” 
 Whichas a ninedayes wonder,being ore-blowne, 
My gentle ſiſter will I now inlarge.. | 

Bal. And time Lorenzo,for my Lord the Duke, / 
You heard, enquired for her yeſter-night, © _ 

Lor. Why? and my L ce 


Sufficient reaſon,why ſhe kept away : 
But that's all one; (my Lord)you loue her ? 


Bal, I. | | 

Loy. . Then in your loue beware,deale cunningly, 
Salue all ſuſpitions, onely ſoeth me yp : 
And if ſhe hap to {tandon tearmes with vs, : 
As forher Sweet-heart, and concealement ſo; 
Teſt with her gently: vnder fained ieft, 
Are things conceald,that elſe would breed vnreft; _ 
But here ſhee comes. .-. CE Lach 

Enter Belimperia. 

Lor. Now Siſter? 

Bel. Siſter: No,thou art nobrother,but an enemy : 
Elſe wouldſt thou not hauec v8'dthy ſiſter ſo : 
Firſt, to affright me with thy weapons drawne, 
And with extreames abuſe my company; 
Andthen to hurry me like whirle-winds rage, 
Amidſt a crew of thy confederates,' 
And clapt me vp where none might come at me, 
Nor I at any,te reucale my. wrongs. 
What madding fury did polleſſe thy wit ? 
Or wherein iſt that I offended thee ? 

Loy. Aduiſe you better Belwmperia, 
For I haue gone you no diſparagement.: 
Vnlefſe by more diſcretion then deſerued, 
I ſought toſaue your henour,and mine owRE. 

Bel, Mine honour? Why Lorexzo,whercin iſt, 
ThatI negle& my reputatioenſo,, - . 
As you, or any need toreſcue it ? 


I hope)you heard me ſay, * 


—_ 


Lor. His Highneiſe, andmy Father were reſolu'd, 


Tocome conferre with old Ng, 


T he Spaniſh T ragedie, . 
Concerning certaine matters of Eftate, 
That by the Viceroy was determined, 
Bel. And wherein was mine honour touch'din that > 
Bal. Haue patience Belimperia, hearethe reft, 
Lor. Me (next in ſight) as Mefſengerthey ſent, 
Togiue him notice that they were fo nigh. 
Now when I came conſortedwith the Prince, 
And (vnexpe&ed) inan Arbour there, 
Found Belmperia with Horatio. 
Bel. How then ? 46 4 PNAS 
Lor., Why then, remembring that old diſgrace, 
Which you for Don Andrea hadendur'd, 
And now were likely lotiger to ſuſtaine, 
By being found ſo meanly accompanied : 
Thought rather,(for I know no readier meane) 
To thruſt Herato foorth my fathers way. 

Bal. And carry you obſcurely ſomewhere elſe, 
Leſt that his Highnes ſhould haue found you there. 
Bel. Euen ſo (my Lord)and you are witneſle, . 

That this is true which he intreateth of, 
You (gentle Brother) forged this for my ſake; 
And you(my Lord)were made his inftrument + 
A worke of worth, worthy the noting too; 
But what's the cauſe that you conceald me fince ? 
Lor. Your melancholy(Siſter)fince the newes 
Of your firſt fauourite Don Andreas death, 
My Fathers old wrath hath exaſperate; 
Bal! And better waſt for you(being indiſgrace) 
To abſent your ſelfe, and gine his fury place. 
Bel, But why had1 nonotice of his ire ? | 
Lor. That were to adde more fuell to the fire>4! 
Who burnt like':#tnx, for Andreas lofſe;. © NG © 
Bel. Hath not my father then enquir'dfor me ?- 
Lor, Sifter,he kath,and thus excuſedI thee. 
F He whifdereth in her care. 
But Bel:mperia, ſee the gentle Prince, | 
Looke on thy Loue,behold young Balthazar, 
Whoſe paſsions by thy podenet blacredls 
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Andin whoſe melancholy, thou mayſt ſee ._.___ 
Thy hate, his loue ; thy flight, his following thee, 
Bel. Brother, you are become an Oratour, 
I know not I, by what experience; 
Too politique for me,paſt all compare, 
Sincelaſt I ſaw you but content yourſelfe, 
The Prince is meditating highs things, 
Bal, Tis of thy Beautiethen,that conquers Kings : 
Of thoſe thy Treſles, H1adnes twinnes, | 
Wherewith my Libertiethou haſt ſurpriz'd: 
Of that thine Inuory Front, my ſorrowes Map, 
Wherein I ſee no Hauen to reſt my hope, 
Bel. Toloueandfeare;andbothat once my Lord, 
In my conceit, are things of more 1mport, 
Then Womens wits are to be buſied with. 
Bal, Tis1I that loue. 
Bel. Whom? 
Bal. Belmmperia. 
Be/. But I, that feare, 
Ba/. Whom? 
B:/, Belomperta. 
Ler, Fearc your ſclfe? 
Bel. I Brother, 
Lor. How? 
Zel. As thoſe thatwhen they love, are loath, and feare to 
Bal. Then faire, let Balthazar your keeper be, (loſe. 
Bel. Balthazar doth feare as wellas wee : 
Eſt tremulo me ts pauidem innxere timorem, 
-Et yvanurs ſtolideproditionss oPAs, Exit. 
Lor, Nay, andyouargue things ſ@ cunningly, 
Weele goe continue this Diſcourſe at Court, 
Bel. Led by the Load-ſtarre of her heauenly lookes, 
Wendes pooreopprefled Balthazar, _ 
As ore the Mountaines walkes the wanderer, 
Incertaine te effe& his Pilgrimage, Exeunt, 
Enter two Portingales,and Hieronimo meet: them, 
x By yourleaue ſir. | 
Hier, T1s neither as 2 as you thinke, 
T- 


Nor 
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Nor as yottthinke : you'r wideall: | 
Theſe Slippers are not mine, they were my ſonne Horatior, 


My ſonne, and what's a ſonne ? 


Athing begot within a paire of Minutes,there about : 
Alumpbred vp in darkneſſe, and dothſerue 
To ballance thoſe light creatures we call Women, 


And at nine moneths end, creepes foorth to light. 


What is thore yet ina Sonne, 
To make a Father dote, raue,or runne mad? 
Being Borne, it powts, cries and breeds teeth, 


What is there yet in a Senne * _ RELA 
He muſt be fed, be taught to goe, and ſpeake : 
I,or yet ; why might not a man lone a Calfe as well? « 
Or melt in paſsion ore a frisking Kidde,as for a Sonne?? 
Me thinkes a young Bacon, 
Or a fine little ſmooth Horſe-colt, 
Should mooue a man, as much as doth a Sonne, 
For one of theſe in very little time, | 
Will grow to ſome good vie ; whereas a Sonne, 
The more he growes in ſtatureand in yeares, 
The more vnſ{quar'd, vnleauelled he appeares; 
Reckons his Parents among the ranke of Fooles, 
Strikes cares ypon their heads with his mad Ryots, 
Makes them looke old, before they meet withage : 
This is a Sonne: and whata lofſe were this conſidered truly? 
Oh but my Horatio, grew out of reachof thoſe 
Inſatiate humours: he loned his louing Parents; 
He was my comfort, and his Mothers 1oy, 
The very arme that did hold vp our Houſe : 
Our hopes were ſtored vp in tim, 
None but adamned Murderer could hate him, 
He hadnor ſeene the backe of ninetceneyeere, 
When his ſtrong arme vnhorſt the prond Prince Bathater: 
A great minde too full of Honour," 

ooke him vs te mercy,that yaliant,but ignok noales 
Well, Heauen is Roan (till, [nr ET hog wo 
And there is V-m:fis, and Furies, 


And 
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And they ſometimes dbe meet with Murderers, -_ © 
They doe not alwayes ſeape, thats ſonie'comfort.” 
I,L,I,andthen time teales on, and ſteales, and fteales, 
Till violenceleapes foorth like thunder 
Wrapt in a Ballof fire, 
And ſo doth bring confuſion tothem all, 
Good leaue haue you: I pray you goe, 
For Ile leaue, 1f you can leaue me, ſo, 
2 Pray you,which is the way to my Lordthe Dukes ? 
Hier. Thenext way from me, | 
2. Tohis heuſe, we meane, 
Hier. O hardby, tis yon houſe that you fee. 
2 Youcould not tell vs if hisſonne were there. 
Hier. Who, my Lord Lorenzo ? 
1 1,fir. i OTHl 
He goes in at one doore,and comes ont at axother, 
Hie. Oh, forbeare,for other talke for vs farre fitter were,, 
Burt if you be importune toknow 
The way to him, and where to finde him out, 
Then lift to me,and Ile reſolue your doubt: 
There is a path yponyourleft hand fide,” 
That leadeth froma guiltic Conſcience, 
Ynro a Forreſt of diſtruſt andfearc, 
A darkeſome place, and dangerous to paſle; 
There ſhall you meet with melancholly thoughts, 
Whoſe palcfull humours if you but behold, 
It will condu& you todiſpaire and death: | 
W hoſe rockie cliftes, when you haue once beheld, 
Within a hugie dale of laſting night, 
That's kindled withthe worlds iniquities, 
Doth caſt vp filthy and deteſtedfumes. 
Not far from thence, where Murtherers haue builr, 
An habitation.for their curſed ſoules 3 
There in a brazen Caldron fixt by ove 
In his fell wrath, vpona ſulphire flame, 
Your ſelues ſhall find Lorenzo bathing him, 
In boyling Lead,and Blood of Innocents: 
1 Ha, ha, ha. 
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Hier, Hayhayha: why, ha,ha,ha?farewell good ha,hq ha: 


2 Doubtleſſe this man1s paſSing lunatike, _ Ex. 
Or, imperfe&ion of hisage doth make him dote'; ** 
Come, let's away,toſceke my Lord the Duke, Exennt, 

Enter Hieronimo with a P oyuiard wn one hand, 
and a Rope in the other, ' 

Hier. Now fir, perhaps I come and ſee the King; 
The King ſces me, and faine would heare my Suite, 
Why 15 not this ſtrange and ſeeldſeene thing, 
That ſtanders by,with toyes ſhould ſtrike me mute ? 
Goe to, I ſee their ſhifts, and ſay nomore. 
Hizronwmo, tis time for thee to trudge, 

Downe by the Dale that flowes with purple gore, - 
Standeth a fiery Tower there ſits a Iudge 
Vpona Seat ef Steele,and molten Braſſe : 
Andtwixt his Teeth hee holds a Fire-brand, 
That leades ynto the Lake where Hell doth Rand. 
Away Hieronimo, tohim begone: _ 
Heele doe thee Iuſtice for Horatios death, 
Turne downe this path, thou ſhalt bewith him ſtreight: 
Or this, and then thouncedft not take thy breath, 
This way,or that way : ſoft and faire,not fo ; 
For if I hang, or kill my ſelfe, let's know, 
Who will reuenge Horatio; murder then ? 
No, no, fie no : pardon me,llenone of that. 

He flurgs away the Dagger and Halter, 
This way Lle take, and this way comes the King. 

He takes them vp againe. 

And heere Ilc hauea fling at him that's flat; 
And Balthazar, lle be with thee to bring; 


| Andthee Lorenzo; heere's the King,nay ſtay : 


And hcere,T heare : there goes the haire away, 
Enter Kmg, Embaſſadonr, Caſtile, aud Lorenzs. 
King, Now ſhew Embaſſadour,whar our Y iceroy ſaith : 
Hathhe reccined the Articles we ſent? | 
Hier, Tuſtice, O Iuſtice to Hieronime, 


Lor, Backe,ſecſt thoy not the Kine isbuſie ? 
Hier. 'O is he ſo? BOT 
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King, Who is he that interrupts our buſineſſe? 
Hier, Not I: Hieroximo beware, goc by,goc by. 
Embaſ. Renowned King, he hath rece1u'd;and read 
Thy Kingly proffers, and thy promis'd League : 
And as a man extreamely ouerioy'd, 
To heare his Sonne {o princely entertain'd, |, 
Whoſe death ke had ſo ſolemnly bewayld. 
This for thy further ſarisfa&ion, 
And Kingly loueghe kindly lets theeknow: 
Firſt for the Mariage of his Princely Sonne 
With Zelimperia, thy beloued Neece, | 
The newesare more delightfull to his ſoule, 
Then Myrrh or Incenſe to the offended Heauensz 
In perſon therefore will he come himſelfe, 
To ſce the Mariage Rites ſolemnized ; 
Andin the preſence of the Court of Spaine,, 
To knit a fare inexplicable band .. 
Of Kingly loue,and cnerlaſting league, 
Betw!:xt the Crownes of. Spaine and Portingale; 
There will he giue his Crowne to Balthazar, 
And make a Queene of Belimperia, _ 
King. Brother,how like youthts our Viceroyes lone? 
{aft. Nodoubt (my Lord) itisan argument 
Of hon-urable care to keepe his Friend 
And wondrous zeale to Balthazar his ſonne :. 
Nor amlT leaſt indebted to his Grace, 
That bends his liking tomy daughter thus; 
Emb, Now laſt(dread Lord) here hath his Highnes ſent, 
(Althoughhe ſchd not that hisSonne returne) 
His Ranſore due to Dou Horatio; 
Hier. Horatio, whocalles Horatio?” © 
King. And well remembred, thanke his Maieſtie : 
Heere, ſce it giuen to Horatio, OE, , 
Hier. Tuſtice, O Iuſtice, Tuſtice, gentle King. * 
King. Whois that, Hieronme ? 
Hier. ITnſtice,Q Iuftice ; O my Sonne,my Sonne,, 
My Sonne, who nought can ranſome or redeeme, 
Lor. Hieronimo, you are not welladuilde, 
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Hier, Away Lorenzo, hinder me tio more, 
For thou haſt made me bankrupt of my bliſſe; 
Giue me my ſonne,you ſhall not ranſome him; * - 
Away, Ile rip the bowels of the earth, 

| He dipgrth with by; Dagger, 

And ferry oaer to the Elizian plaines, 
Andbring my Sonne to ſhewhus deadly wounds, , 
Stand from about me, Ile make a Pick-axe of my Pontatd,. 
And heere ſurrender vp my Marſhalſhip : 
For Ile goe Marſhall vp my fiends in Hell, 
To be aunenged on you all for this, 

King. What means this outrage; 

Will none of you reſtraine his furie ? 
Hier. Nay ſoft and faire, you ſhall notneedto ſtriue, 
Needs muſt he goe that the Deuils driue. Exit, 
King. What accident hath hapt to Hieronimo ? | 

I haue not ſcene him todemeane him ſo. - 
Lor. My gracious Lord,he is withextreame pride, 


_ Concein'd of young Horatio his Senne : 
And couetous of hauing to himſelfe 


The Ranſome of the young Prince Balthazar, 
Diſtra& and in a manner lanatike. 

Kmg. Belceue me Nephew,weare ſotry fort, 
This 1s the loue that Fathers beare their Sonnes ; 
But gentle Brother,goegiue tohim this Gold, 
The Princes Ranſome; let him haue his duc, 

For what he hath, Horatio ſhall not want, 
Happily Hieronimo hath need thereof, 

Loy. But if he be thus hapleſly diſtra&, 
Tis requiſite his Office be reſign'd, 
Andgluen to one of more diſcretion. 

Kwg. Wefhall increaſc his melancholy fo, 
Tis belt we ſee farther in itfirft; 

Till when, ourſelfe will exempt the place. 
And Brother, now bring in the Embaſſadour, 
That he may bee a witnefle of the Match, 
Twixt Balbazarand Belimperia, 

And that we may prefixe a certaific time, 
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Wherein. the Mariage ſhall be ſolemnized, 
That we may hane thy Lordthe Viceroyhere. BT 
 Emb, Thereinyour Highmeſſe highly ſhall content | | 
His Maicftic, that longs toheare frombence. T5 
K:ng. On then,andheare your Lotd Embaſſador, Exennt, 
Emer laquer, and Prero. - 
Iag. 1 wonder Pedre, why oor Maſter thus, 
At mid-night ſends vs with our Torches lighr, 
When Man, and Bird,and Beaſt are all at reſt, 
Sauc thoſe that watch for gnome rea; 
Ped. O [agues, know thou that our Maſters mind 
Is much diſtraught ſince his Herario dicd ; 
And now his aged yeares ſhould ſleepe inreft, 
His heart in quiet,likea e man, 
Growes lunatike and childi his Sonne: 
Sometimes as hedoth ar his Table ſit,” 
Heſpeakes as if Horat#6 ſtood by him. 
Then ſtarting in a rage, falles onthe earth, 
Cries out Horarso,where is my Horatio ? * 
So that with extreame griefe,and cutting ſorrow, 
There is notleft in him one inch of Man : 
See, heere kecomes, © 
Enter Hieronineo. 

Hicr, I pry through euery creuiſe of cach wall, 
Looke ateach Tree,and fearch — euery Brake, 
Beat on the Buſhes, mpec our 3 
Diuc in the Water, and vp to Heauen : 
Yet cannot I behold my Sonne Horatio. 

How now, who'sthere, Sprights;Sprights ? 
Ped. Weare your ſcruants that attend you Sir. 
Hier. What make you with your Torches in-thodarke? 
Ped. Y on bid vs light them, andattend you here. 
Hier. Nozno, yeu aredeceiu'd,not I,you are deceiu'd: 
WasIT ſomad 0 bidyoulight your Torches now ? 
Light me your Torches at themid of Noone, 
When as the Sun-god rides in all his glory; 
Light me your Torches then. * v2 
Ped, Then we burne CR 
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Hirr, Let itbeburnt; Night is a'murdrous lutg;: + 
That would nothaue her itreaſonsta be'feene; +++: + 
And yonder pale-fac'd Hecearthere the;Mooney/ © 
Doth giue conſentrothat isdoheindarknefſe: {11/2/54 
Andall thoſe Starres that gaze ypon herface,'! '/ ) 7 
Are Aglots on her ſlecue;pinneson her traine : 
And thoſe that ſhould be powerfaltanddivine, 
Doe fleepe indarknefſe,when-thty moſt ſhouldſhin©- 
Ped. Proucke themnot(faire fir)with teinpting words, 
The Heauens aregracious,and your miſeries-arid foro, 
Makes you ſpeake yon know not what.” - | | 
_ Hier, Villaine, thou lyeſt; andthou doeſt nought 
But tell me, I ammad : thog FORT am not mad ; 
I know thee to be Pedro, and he faquey.- 
Te prooue it to thee; and were Lmad, how could I > 
Where was ſhe the ſame night,whenmy Hora, was murdred? 
She ſhould haue ſhone :Searchthou the Booke: : - + (ans 
Had the Moone ſhone in my:Boyes face (there -was-a kind! 
That I know)nay,1I doe know had the Murderers ſecne him, 
His weapan wouldhave falne and cut the earth,,/./--, -- 
Had he been fram'd of rought:butblood anddeath :. 
Alacke,when Miſchiefe doth it knowes not-what, | 
What ſhall wee ſay to Miſchiefe 2” - +. 
364 Enter {ſabella;. | 74 
Iſab. Deare nieronimo, cotnc'inadoorcs; 
Oh ſecke not meanes ſo to encreaſe thy ſorrow; 
_ blier, Indeed {abella, we doe nothing here;/7 -- + 
I doe not crie, aske Pedro,and-/eqwes 3 | 1! 7 + 
Not I indeed, we are yery merry ,/very merry. 
{ſa How? be merry here, be merry here. 
Isnotthisthe/place;and thistheyery.tree,; . - - 
Where my Horatio died; where he was murdered ? 
Hie..Was,eoe not ſay what: lether weepe it out, 
This was the tree, I (ctirof a Kirnell, 
And when our hote Spaize could not let it grow, 
But that the Infant and-the humane ſappe 
Began towither ;ducly twice amorning, 
WouldI be ſprinkling it with fountaine water «. - 
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At laſk it.grewandgrew, and bore,and bare: - | 
Til at the lengthitgrew a gallows, anddid beare our ſonne; 
It bore thy fruit andmine : O-wiek wOacien lan, w 
One kneckes withen Meche 2.34.44 
See who knocks there ? 
Pedro, It is a Painter fir, 
Hier. Bid him come in;and paint Ramone, 
For ſurely there's none liyes pt wy hr <a , 
Let him come in,one knowes not what.may.chance : .. 
Gods will,that 4 ſhouldſr ws "HD LM 
But cucnſo Maſters, yngrat ſeruants,geard nougls, 
Andthen they hate them, that did bring on: Wo? wv 
Enter the Painter. abtn.awts amor ab 
Paiit. God bleſſe you-ſir.:;; |... £3 nh ? 
Hier, Wherefore? mM thou ſcarneſull Viilaine 7 
How, where, or by what meanes-ſhould I be blckt ? 
Ja. Whatiwould(t thou hauc, good fellow 2, 
Pamt.: Tultice, Madame, $ 2x21 9 
Hier. O ambitious Be ynouldl thowbaue ce, 
That lines not inthe _—_— 
Why,allthe vndelued Mynes.cannot buy... 77 
An ounce of. Luſtice, tis a lewell ſp.ineſtimable, 
I tell thee;Gadbathinggoſſedallluſtice ir PG.” 


And there is none, but what comes from him onne. 
Pam.O then I ſce,that Godemſtcight moformy murdred 
 kijer, How, was thy:ſonne murdr x | 
Pan, I fir : noman did holda eſa. iow 
Hier. W hat, not as thine? that's amd Fn SY 

As maſsie as the Earth; I'hada Þ 

Whoſe leaſt vnualued baire di 

A thouſand of thy { 

Pain. Alas fir, I hadnomor 

"Hier. Nor I,nox I; : Butthis! | 
Was worth aKgions Agree 0G: 
Pears, Iaques oc ina doores [ſabe la goe, 


andrhis good ZelloprbeeregandL,.. nay 
Willrange Wa oneeetds ao ritha 
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Goe ina doores, I fa ) 11 Exenm, 
The P ainter and hee fits downe, 
Come, let's talke wiſcly now. 
Was thy ſonne nurdered ? 
Pawn. I fir. 
H ter. So was mine, 
owdoſt thon take it? art thou not ſometime mad ? 
TH there notrickes that comebeforethine eyes ? 
Pain. O-Lord, yes fir. 
- Hier. Arta Painter? Canſt paint me a Teare,or a wound? 
AG roane,or a _ Cart paint me fuch a Tree as this ? 
Pain, Sir, am fare you haue heardof my painting: 
My name's Bazarde. 
Hier, Bazards? afore God anexcellent fellow, look you fir, 
Doe youſee? mea crows paint me my Gallery 
In your oyle-colours : and draw me frue- - * 
Yeares younger then oy am : Dov yentie fir? let fine 
Yearesgoe: let them goe like the Marſhall of Spaine; 
My wife 1{ſabell ng by. me, *- 


Witha erin g looke to my ſonne Henri : 


Which ſhould intend tothis, or ſome ſuch like purpoſe ;. 
God blefſe thee my ſweet forme ; uy Kb done? 1 
his head thurs fir : doe you foe Finnp'ſr 
Pan. Very ne { 29000 3 
Hier, Nay,T marke me fir : 


Then fir, would.1 anc yorrpaint Os.0 tree his very tree : 
Can(t painta dotcfull cric BY 

Pain. Seemingly fir. '- 46 el 

Hier. Nay, it albethe' burall Ones 
Well fir,paint me a youth riin-thotow and chorow with vil. 


laines {words,han dart wy 
Canft thou draw a a Mewetp? 


Pain, Ik warrant firs 316+ 5. "th, | 10#. nib 
I haue thepatterne of the moſt notrions Villaines,” 7 
That ever liued inaESpaine.”' / 

Hier, O,let thembe warſt;worſe: fverchchine Art, 
Andlet their Beardsbe of hiderliis owne colour, Vo. 
; Anglettheir eye: browlllmryonercinany caſe obſerue ehat; 
oh Then 
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Then fir,after ſome violent noyſe, | 
Bring me forth in my ſhirt, and my gowne vnder minei2rine, 
Wi ith my torch in my-hand ,andmy ſwordrearedvprhus: 


And with theſe words: 
What noyfe ts this, who calles Had? 
May it be done ? 
Paint, Y ea ET ford bring 
Hier, Well far, ring me mechrooghal , 
and ally ſtill with a iogmek countenance going alon Lay, 
and let my-haire heane vp my Night-cap. 
L& the Cloudes ſcowle, mike the Moofie darke, the Starres 
extin&, the windes blowing,the Beflest ,the Owles 
ſhriking, the Toads croking, the Minutes i m——_ and tne 
Clocke $ikin twelue. 4 
And then at laſtfir,ftarting, behotd , andtot- 
tring,and tottring,as you know the winde weaue'2 
man,and I with a trice tocut himdowne, - 
And looking vpon himby the adnantageof my torch, find it 
to be my ſonne Horatio, 
There —_ 4 -there you may ſev» paſrion. 
| _ i like old Priam of Troy, - *. 
ing the houſe is a fire, the honſeis a fire, 
ry: the Torch ouer thy head': Make me curſe, 
Make me raue,make as crie,make memad, 
Make me well: againe, makeme curfe Hell, 
Inuocate, and inthe end leaue me-' 
Ina trance, and ſofoorth. ' > 
Pant. And is this the end? | 
Hier. O no,there is no end: the end is deach andrmaduetl 
AsI am neuer better then when'T am mad, os 
Then me thinkes Iam a brauefttlow;' 7 aggee 
Then I doe wonders; bur teaforrabalſeth me, , 
And there's the torment, there's the Hel! : ke 
At the laſt, fir \ bring me to one of the Murderers,. 
Were he as ſtron as, Heftor, thus wouldT. 
Teare anddraggt him vpanddowne, 
He bears Fakes in, then comer ont ArAines. 
with a Books in bit hand! -of 
H 3 


£ 
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anilldereogtel in, 
I, hoayen will be reueng'd © eucry, 
Nor will chey ſuffer Murder vnrepaid 
Then ſtay Hicromao, attend their well. 
For EY menimay not appoynt.a time, 
Per ſcelus ſemper tutwm eſt ſcelertbus iter. 
Strike,and ſtrike home, where wrong 1s offered thee ; 
For euils vnto.ills conduRars be, . 
And death's the worſt of Reſolution ; 
ons he that thinkes.,with Patience to 
Toquier life, his life ſhalleaGily end, 
 Fataſi miſercs iunant babes Wy Fu 
Fataſi vitam negant ; habes ſepulchrum... 
If Deſtiny thy miſcries doe caſe, 
Then haſt thou health,and happy talerhou be. 
If Deltin Heny thee life Hier 
Yet thou Io forks, 


If neither, ct lex.this comfart be, . # 
Heauen Tad Tory him es no buriall. x 


Andto conclude, I will reuengehis death ; 
But how ? not as the vul garwitts of men, 
With open, but. incuitable 11s, -. 
As by a ſecret, yet a certaincweanc, 
Which vnder kindſhip willbe cloaked beſts. 
Wiſe men will take their opportunitie, ... 
Cloſely,and ſafely, fitting things to time, . ._. 
But in extreames, vantage hath notime:: . |. 
And therefore all times fit nat-for renengPe ' 
Thus therefore willT ref me in vnreſt, 
Diſſembling quiet in vnquietneſſe ; A 
Not ſceming that Tknovw their fr ken * any 
That my ſimplicitie ma them th nke,. ' 
That jMorantly I LORD it Ulip; is Ns 
For1gn eI wot wellt OW. 
0 Com dem mal key Ron inerc eff. { 

dhe t auayles it to:menace ic 
Who, as a Wintry | Fa Plai i Fs 
Will beare me dowge Wah their Nobilltc, 


x 
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No,no, Hierenime, thou muſt enioyne 
Thine eyes to obſcruation, andthy tongue,” -'/ 
To milder (peaches, then thy Spirits affoord, - 
Thy heart to patience and'/thy hands to reſt: : v7 + 
Thy Cap to Curtefic,and thy Kneeto bow, :! 7 + 
- Till ro reuenge thou know, when,where, and how, '-- 
- A noyſe withie,” 
How now,what noyſe what coyle isthat you keepe? 
Enter 4 Sernant . i 22631 
Ser. Heere are'aſortof Petitioners; . 
Thar are importunate, and it ſhall pleaſe you ſir, 
That you ſhould plead their cauſes to the King, 
Hier. That 1 ſhould pleadtheirſenerall AQtions *\ -- - 
Why let them enter, andlermecſecthem. + > 1» + 
Enter three Crt:2t ns, and an 01d man, ' 'f 2 
x So,1 tell youthis, for Learning.and for 
There's not any AdugcateinSpaine | 
That can preuaile, or will take halfethe paine, 
That he will, in purſuit of Equitie. Ito blocs Mi ory 
Hier. Come neerc, you men that thus importune me.;- 


(Now muſt I bearca face of grauitic) 
For this I v{de before my Marſhalſhip, 
Topleade in cauſes as Cerriegdor, - 
Come on firs, what's the matter 


2. Sir, an Action, 
Bier Of Battery? 
r Mine of Debt.. 
Hier. Glue place, | | 
2 Nofir, mine is ann ation of the caſe. 
3 Mine an E:«&one Firma by Leaſe. 
Her. Content you firs, are youdetermined. 
That I ſhould pleade your ſcnerall Actions? 
1 1 ſir, and heere's my Declaration.. 
2 Andherc ismy Band. | 
3 Andheere is my Leaſe, 4 TOO gr him papers, 
Hier. But wherefore ſtand you filly man,ſo mute? 
With mournefull eyes, and hands to Heauen vpreard?- 
Come hither Father, ler me know thy Cauſe ? 00 
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Senex, O worthy ſir,my cauſe but Qlightly knowne, 
May mooue the hearts of warlike M | 
And melt the corſicke Rockes with ruefullreares, 

Hier. Say father, tell me,what's thy ſuive ? 

Sevxex. No fir, could my woes, 7 
Giue way vnto my moſt diftrefſefull words, 

Then ſhould I not in Paper (as you ſee) 
With Inke bewray, what Blood began inme. 

Hier. What's here ? The humble Supplication 

of Don Bazulta, for bis mardered Soune, 

S-nex. I fir. %%; 

Him, No fir, it was my murdered ſonne, O my ſorne, 
Oh my ſonne, ok my ſonne Horatro, 4-4 
But mine, or thine Buzwtes, be content, - 

Here take my Handkercher,and wipe thine eyes, 
Whiles wretched [, Inthy miſhaps may (ee 


The liuely pourtrait of my dying ſelfe, - 4h © 
: AA ap rrinks, he 

O no, not this Horatio, thiswas thiney 
And when T dideit inthy deareſt blood, 
This was a token twixtthy-ſoale and me, 
That of thy death reuenged I ſhould be. 
Burt heere,take this,and this, what my Purſe ? 
I this,and that, andall of them are thine : 
For all as one are our extremities, 

x Oh, ſce the kindnefle of Hieronme; 
This gentleneſſe ſhewes him a Gentleman, 

Hier. Sec,ſee,Oh ſee thy ſhame Hieroximo; 
Sec heere a louing Fatherto his Sonne : 
Behold the ſorrowes and the ſadlaments, 
That he deliuered for his ſonnes deceaſe. 
If Loucs cftcQs ſoftrines inleſler things, 
If Louc enforce ſuchmoods inmeaner wits, 
If Loue enforceſuch power in poore eſtates : 
Hierowme vrhen as araging Sea, 
Toſt with the winde anoty de crerarncd then 
The vpper biltowes, courle of wanesto keepe, 
Whilſt lefler waters labour in the deepe; 
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Then ſhameſt thon not Hieroniews, to negle& - 
The \{wift reuenge of thy Horatio?) 
Though onthis Earth Iuſticewill not be found, 
Ile downe to Hell,and.in this paſſion, 
Knocke at thediſmall gates of Pluroes Court; 
Getting op porch (as _ eMlcides did) 
Atrou Furtcs, and tormenting Ha 
To Ko. Dow Lerenzoandthereft, — 
Yet leaſt the triple-headed Porter ſhould 
Deny my paſlage to the ſlimy Strond, ... 
The Fhrac+ax Poet thou ſhalt counterfeit: 
Comeco'd Father, bermy Orphenry ' 
And if thoucanftno notes vwpon the Harpe, 
Then ſound the burderrof thy ſore hearts gricte, 
Till we doe gaine, that Proſerpme may graunt 
Reuenge on them that murdered my ſonne. 
Then willI rent and teare them thus,and thus, 
Shiucring their limbes in pieces with my teeth, 
Teares the Papers. 
x -O fir, my Declaration. 
Exu Hieronms, and they after, 
2. Sauc my Bond, ; 
Enter Hioronmme 
2 Sanemy Bond. 
3 Alas, my Leaſc,itcoſt meten pound, 
Andyou (my Lord) haue torne the ſame. | 
Heer. That cannotbe,I gauethem neuer a wound; 
Shew me one drop of blood fall from the ſame: 
How is it pofſtble I ſhould flay it then ? 
Tufh no, run after, catch me if youcan. 
Exeunt all but the old man. 
Bazulto rewines till Hictonimo emters ag aine, whe 
ſtaring hime is the face, ſpeaketh. i 
Hier. And art thou come Herano,fromthe depth, 
Toaske for Iuſtice in this vpper Earth, TIT 
To tell thy Father thou art vnreueng'd, 
To wring more. teares from [ſabellas eyes: - 
Whoſc lights are dimd with ns Thats P34 ins 
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Goc backe nay:Sonne, complaine tor Excxy, 

For heere's no Iuſtice ; gentle Boy begone.: 

For Iuftice 1s mn _—_ the Eatth, Pt 

Hieronimo will beare thee company... 

Thy Mother cryes on rightcous Redamwant, 

For iuſt Reuenge againſt the Murderers. ©. 
Senex. Alas(my L.) whence ſprings this troubled ſpeach? 
Hier. But let me looke-on my Horatio, | FLY on 

Sweet Boy, how thou art chang'd in Deaths blacke ſhade; 

Had Proſcrpine nopitje on thy youth, Te 

But ſuffered thy faire crimſon colonred Spring,. 

With withered Winter to be blaſted thus 2. | 

Horatio, thou artelder ther-thy Father. =:  ' * 

Ah,ruthleſſe Father, that fauour thus transformes. 

Baz, Ah my good Lord, I amnot your young ſ{onne,. 
Hier, What,not my ſonne, thou then a-Fury art, 

Sent from the emptic Kingdome of blacke Night, 

To ſummonmee to make appearance. 

Before grim Minor, and.iuft Radamant,, 

To plague Hieronimo that 1s remiſle, 

And ſeckes not vengeance for Horatio: death: 

Baz. I amagricued man, and not a Ghoſt, 

That came for Iuſtice for my murdered Sonne. 

Hier, I,now I know thee,now thou nam'ſt thy ſonne : 

Thou art the liuely image of my gricfe, 

Within thy face, my ſorrowes I may ſee ; | 

Thy Eyes are dimd with teares;thy Checkes are wan,. 

Thy Forehead troubled, and thy muttring;Lips. 

Murmure {ad words abruptly broken 6ff, 

By force of windy ſighes thy Spiritbrearhes,, 

And all this ſorrow riſeth for thy ſonne.: 

Andiclte ſame ſorrow feele I formy ſonne. 

Come inold man; thou ſhalt to //abel : 

Leane on my arme :- I. thee, thou me ſhalt ſtay, 

And thou, and I, and ſhee, will {ing a Song : 

Three parts in one: butall of diſcords fram'd, 

Talke not of Cords,but let vs now begone, 


Hos witha Cord Heratio was {laine,  Excants 
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Enter Kin g of Spaine the Duke, br, Piers, and Loreves, 
DU Pads and Belimperia, 

Xing. Goe Brother, AOREDES cauſe, 
Salute the 7iceroy in our name, 

Caſt, T goe. 

FVice,' Goe fgorth Don Peboforthy Nephees ak 
And greete the Duke of Caſtile. 

Ped. It ſhall be done fir, | 

King. Andnow to meet the Portingales, 

For as wee now are, ſo ſometimes were theſe, 
Kings.and Commaunders of the Weſterne Indice. 
Welgome (brane Yceroy) to the Court of Spaine, 
And welcome all his honourabletraine. f 
Tis not ynknowne to vs, for v you come, 

Or haue {o Kingly croft the ra Seas: 
Sufficed it inthis; wenote the | 

And more then'common loue'you lend © Ve 
So is it that mine Honourable Neece; © 

For it beſcemes vs now that it be knowne, 
Already is betroath'd to Balthazar : 

And by appoyntment;andour condiſcent, 

To morrow arethey to be married, 

To this intent we entertaine thy (clfe, 

Thy followers their pleaſures, endocs 

Speake men of Portingale, ſhall it be ſo? 

If I,ſayſo: if not,fay flatly no. \' 

Uice. Renowned King, I come not as hon think K, 
With doubtfull Followers, vnreſalued men, ' 
; But ſuchas haue vponthine Articles, 

Confirmdthy motion, and contentedme. 
Know Soucraigne, I come toſolemnize 

The Marriage of thy welbelouedNeece, 

- Fairc Belimperie, with my Balthazar, 

With thee my Sonne, whom ſithT line to ſee: 
Heere take my Crowne, 1 Fe it ker and thee © 
And let me liuec a folitary1 

In ceaſclefle Prayers, 


To thinke how ſtrangely ASE thee oecſerwd. 
I 


Ring. 
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King, - Fee Brother ſee,how Nature ſtrives inhim: 
Come worthy Viceroy, and accompany 
Thy friend, with thine extremities ;-- 
A place morepriuate fits this princely mood. Si 
Vice. Ot here,or where your Highnefle thinke it good. 
| a bees, 54 Exeun 4llbut'Caſt.and Loy, 
(aft, Nay ſtay Lorenzo, let metalke with you : 
Sceſt thou this entertainmentof min Rings ? 
Loy. 1 doe(my Lord)and ioy toſcethe ſame, 
C8. And knoweſt thou why thismecting 1s? 
Lor. For her(my Lord)whom, Balthazar dothiloue, 
And to confirme the promiſed Marlage. 
Caſt. Shee is thy Siſter. OM 368 
L*r. Who, Belmperia? I my gracious Lord: 
Andthis is the day thatT hane long'd ſohappily toſee. - 
Caſt. Thou wouldft be loth thatany fault of thine, , + 
Should intercept her in her happinefſe, | 
Lor. Heauens will not let Lorenzoerreſo-much. 
Caſt. Why then Lorenzo liſten to my words: 
It is {uſpe&ed, andreported too, 
That thou Lorexzo, wronglt Hieronimo, 
And in his ſuits towards his Mateſtie, 
Still keepes him backe,and ſeeks to crofſe his ſuit, - 
Ler, That 1, my Lord? 
Caft.I tellthee ſonne,my ſelfe haue heard it faid, | 
When (to my ſorrow) I haue been aſhamed 
To anſwere for thee, though thou wert my ſonne. 
Lerenzg,knowlt thou not the common loue, 
And kindnefle that Hieronime hath wonne 
By his deſerts, withinthe Court of Spaine ? 
 Orſeeſt thou not the King my Brothers care, 
In his behalfe,andto procure his health? - 
Lorenzo, ſhouldſt thou thwart his paſcions, 
And he exclaime againſt thee tothe K ing; 
What honour wert in this aſſembly, * 


Or what a {candall wert amonethe Kin 
To heere Hieronime exclaime ©! [thee 2 - 


Tell me, and looke thou tell me trucly, 
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Whence growes the: heb Omgoio Cone 7 
Lor. My Lord;it lyes not'inLerexzer power. 
To ftop the vulgar liberall of theirgongues: 
A ſmall aduantage makes a water-breach ; 
And no man liues, that long contenteth all, 
Coſt. My ſelfe hane ſeenethee buſie to keepe backe 
Him and his HH plications from the Kin 
Lor, Yourlſelfe,my Lord,haue ſcene bis) paſsions, 
Thar ill beſcem'dthe preſence of Ling) 
And for I pitied him inhis diſtreſle, 
I held hm Genes with kind and courteous 5 Fs 
As free frommalice ta Hierowmo, + | | 
As to my ſoule, my Lord, 
Caft, Hieronmo p( my ſonne)miſtakes thee then ? 
Lori (My gracious (cs. nas me) i: he Gon. 
But what's a filly mandiſtraR inming, \ + -. . 
Tothinke ypon the murderof his Sonne don 
Alas, how eaſic is it for himto crre? '; | 
But for his ſarisfa& ton,andthe worlds, 
Twere good(! my Lord) Hieronsmoand I, 
Were reconcil'd, if he miſconſter me. ' 
Caſt. Lorenzo, thou haſt ſaid, it ſhallbe ſo, 
Goe one of you, and call Hierommo, 
Emer Baltazar and Belt 
Bal.. Come Belamperia, Zalthazers content, 
My ſorrowes eaſe, and ſoueraigne of my bliſle, 
Sith heauen hath thee ordained tobe mine, | 
Diſperſe thoſe clouds,and melancholly lookes; ., 
And cheere them vpwith thoſe thy ſun-bright eyes, 
Wherein my hope and heauens faire beauty lyes. 
Bel. My jookeefann Lord)are fitting for my loye; 
Which new beyun, can ſhew no brighter yet, /-,,... 
Bal. New kindied flames ſhould burne as.morning Sunne. 
Bel. But not toofalt;leit heat andall bedone. 
Lice my Lord my Father. 
Bal, Truce my Loue, I will goeſalute him, 
Caft. Welcome Balthazar, welcome brauc Prince, 


The Pledge of Caftsler peace: | 
I 3 And 
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And welcome Belimperia::' Hownow girle > - 
Why commelſt thou ſadly ro ſalute vsrhus'?! 
Content thy ſelfe, for T am ſarisficd, © +»! 
It is not now as when Andrea lin'd, 
We hauc forgotten, and forgiuen thar, a, 
And thon art'graced witha happier Lougy, 
But Balthazar, heere comes Hieronimo, 1! 
Ile haue a word with him. WM 
Enter Hieromimoe,and 4 Sernant, | 
Hier. And wherc 'sthe Duke > | 
Ser. Yonder. * Lid 
Bir, Euen ſo: what nevedenice ramertcy Gonife ae? 
Pecas Palabras, mildeas the Lambe ; : | 
Iſt,I will be reuenged ? No, am not the man, 
.* Welcome Hieronmo. 17 
Lor, Welcome Hiaronime, 
Bal, Welcome Hierdnnne, 
Hier. My Lords, I thanke you for Horatio,» 
aſt. Hirowime, the reaſorriatl cnt” 
Toſpeake with you, isthis. © ot * 
Heer. What, ſo ſhort? 01-2071 
Then 1le be gone, thanke you fort,” 
Caft, Nay, ſtay Hieronimo'; goe call tim aloa « 
Lor.. Hieronimo, my Father craues a word with you. 
Hier, With me fir? wh my L1 thought you had uy 
Ler, No,wouldhe had, | 
Caft. Hiero,I heare you find your ſelfe agricucd at.my Fam 
Becauſe you hauc not acceſſevnto theKing 3 |» + | 
And ſaythtis he that interceprsyour Suits, 
Hier, Why,isnot this a miſerable thing;my ; Lord 
Caft.  Hieronimo, I hope you hauenoccauſe,)// ,' 1)... 
And wouldbeloth that one of your deſerts - +/+)» 44, 17 
Should once haucreaſorsto ſuſpe&t my Sonne, 
Conlidering how-E thinke of you my ſelfe;- 
Heer. Your Sonne Lorenzo, whom my noble Lord, 
The hope of Spame, mine honourable triend ? 
Graune me choeombar of them, if they dare. 


Driwige out bis Swerd, 
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ne, 
ebethe fca y 
As louesnot mee;,'and 5 Lord roo muck, i 
Should I ſuſpe& Lorentewe | 
Or crofſe my ſuite,thatloaed: 
My jr rapes 1 
Lor. Hieronimo, |:neucr paws you. cauſes. *- 
Hier. My good Lord, know you did not 
{aft There pauſe, and for the arinaion of the world, 


H:itronims ,frequent my homely. houſc 
The Duke of Caſtile. Ciprians Gs Seats. 


And when thou wilt, vicme;my. ſonne,aod it 3.1: 
But heere before Prince Balthazar and me, 
Embrace each other, andbe perfe& friends. 

Hier. F-mary m 'Lard; and ſhall. ;-: 
Friendes(qu he\ſee, Ih Ile be friends with you. all: 
Specially mk you my louely Lord;': /-- -| 
For diucrs cauſes itis fit forws;; 1: | 
That we be friends, the world is Ry 
And men may thinke what we imagine not. 

Bal. Why this is friendly done Hieronime., 


Lor. And'thatl hope old -grudgesare for 
Hier, Whartelfejirwere Famer rr, ted be ſos 
Caſt. Come on Hierontmo, at my requeſt, | 
Let vs intreat your company to day. - , Exeant:;- 
Hier, Your Lordihi ps.t0 commaund, 
Keepe your way. -- 
A \chi meſa! Pub orrex.ea Che nnfal 
Tradito-miba otrade vel... | Exit. 
Enter Ghoſt, and Reuenge. | 
Gho | 


\ Awake Eriftha, (erberns awake, 
Solicite Plate, gentle Proſerpine, =; 
To opens Aches, and Erichws 1n Hell, 
For neere by Stir, and Phlegeton : 
Nor ferried Charouto the 7208 Lakes, 
Such fearefull ſights, as por ——_ CG 
" Renenge aWakee. | 
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Ghoſt, Awake Renengefor thou artill aduiſde '- * --- +7 
To ſlcepe,away : What,art warn'd towatch? ate: 
Renen. Conte thy ſclfe, and-doc not trouble mes: 
Gboſt. Awake Rewenge; IHLenezas Loue hath had, 
Haue yet the powerorpreuaylancemn Hells: : 
Hieronmmo with Lorenzo 1s 1oyn'd in league, -: 
And interceps our paſlage to reuenge:! +: 
Awake Rewenge, A paepier gr ba | 4 = | 
Re.Thus worldlings gr at they hauedreamd vpory 
- Content thy ſelfe Andrea; thoughIfleepe, 
Yet in my mood ſoliciting their foules: 
Sufficeth thee thatpoore Hierowmon 17 
Cannot forget his ſonne Horatio, 50h nth © hy 
Nor dyes Kewenge, although he awhile s: | 
For in vnquiet, quietneſle is fourid,-.. 77; 5-7 
And ſlumbring is a'common worldly wile. /;//-/ 
Behold Andrea foran inftancc, how NH LOECTIV 
. Renenge hath llepr, and thenimagine thou, UE 
What tisto be (ubie&to Deſtiay, = |: 
| "Enter a dumbe Show: © | 
Gheft. Awake Renenge,rencale thismyſtery. 
Rew. The two firſt, the nuptiall Torches bore, 
As bright burning as the: mid. dayes Sunne; 
But after them doth Hymen hy eas faſt; 
Clothed in Sable, and a SaffronRobe,: ,- 
And blowes themour, and quencheth them with blood, 
As diſcontent that things continue ſo. -.- ;; + 
Gboſt. Sufficeth me thy mcaning's vnderftood, 
And thankes vnto thee, and thoſe Infernall powers, 
That will not tollerate a Louers woe: 
Reſt thee, for I will ſit and ſee the reſt. 
Rew. Thenarguenot,for thou haſk thy requeſt, Exewm. 


————. 


ACTVS QVARTVYS. 
Enter Belimperia, and Hieronimo, 
Bel. I S this theloue thou bearſt Horatio ? 
Is this the kindneſle that thou counterſeits ? 
: b66350 Are 


The Spaniſh T rage 

Are thefe the fruits of thine inceſſant tearesd . 
Heierommo, are theſe thy paſsions; 1 
Thy proteſtations, _ thy deepe laments, 
That thou wert wont to weary men withall , 
Oh vnkind Father! Oh deceitful world ! - . 
With what excuſes canſt thou ſhew thy ſcife 
W1th what diſhonour;and the hate _ 
From this diſhonour, andthe hate 
Thus to negle& the like, and lofſe of hn | 
Whom both my letrers, and thine owne belicfe; 
Afſures thee tobe cauſeleſſe ſlaughtered? 
Hierommo, for ſhame Hieronimo, 
Bee nota Hiftorie toafter times, 
Of ſuch Ingratitude voto thy Sonne: 
Vnhappy Mother of ſuch Children chen : 
But monſtrous Father, toforget ſoſoone 
The death of thoſe, whom the withcare and coſt, 
Haue tendred ſo,thusc e ſhould be loſt; 
My ſ(elfe a ſtranger, inreſpe& of thee, . 
So loued his life, as ſtill I wiſh their deaths. 
Nor ſhall his deathbe vnre by me, 
Although I beare it 6ut for lake: 
For heere I ſweare, in ſightof Heauen and Eatth, 
Shouldſt thou negleR the loue thou ſhouldtretain, 
And giue it ouer, » anddcuiſe no more, 1 
My ſelfe ſhouldſend'their hatefull ſoulesto hell, 
That wrought his downfall, withextreameſt death. 

Hier. But may it be,that Belmperia, / ly 
Vowes ſuch reuenge as ſhee hath daifd toſay ? 
Why then I ſee that Heauen applies our drift, 
And: all the Saints doe fit ſoliciting, 
For vengeance of thoſe curſed Murderers.. 
Madamc tis true, and now I finditlo ; 
I found 4 Letter written in your name, 
Andin that Letter, how Horatio dyed: 
Pardon, O pardon, Felimperia; 
My feare and care in not belecuing it : 


Nor thinke, I thoughleiſe _ VPon'a meanc, 4 
| b 
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Tolethis deathbe vnreueng'dat full : 
And here I yow,ſo you but giueconſent, . 
And will conceale my reſolution, h 
I will cre long determine of their deaths, 
That cauſclefſe thus hane murdered my fonne. 
Bel. Hieronimo,L will conſcnt,conſcale, 
 Andought that may cfte& for thine auayle, 
Ioyne with thee toreuenge Horatio; death, 
Hier. O then,whatſocuer I deuiſe, 
Let me intreat you, grace my pracules : 
For why, the plot's alrcady in my head, 
Heere they are. 
Enter Balthazar,avd Lorenzo. 
Bal. How now Hieronime,what courting Belimperia ? 
Heer, T my Lord,ſfuch courting,asI promiſe you, 
Shee hath my heart;but you my Lord, haue hers. 
Lor. But now Hier. or neucr,we are to intreat your help. 
Eie, My help? why my good Lords,afſure yourſelues of me 
For you haue giuen me caule,I by my honour haue-youZ = 
Bal. It plea{dyouat th'entertainment of the Embaſſador, 
To grace the King ſomuch as witha Show : 
Now were your Stndy ſo well furnifhed, 
As for the paſsing of the firſt nights ſport, 
Toentertaine my Father withthe like: 
Or any ſuchlike pleafing motion, 
Afure your felfe itt would content then well Z 
Hier, 1s this all ? 
Ley. I, this.1s all. | 
Hier. Why then Lie fit you, ſay no more ; 
When I was young, I gaue my mind, 
And plide my felfe to fruitlefle Poetry : 
Which though it profit the Profeſſor nonght, 
Yet1s it paſsing pleaſing tothe world. 
Lor. Andhow for that ? | 
Hier, Mary (my good Lord) thus ; 
Andyet me thinkes,you arc teoquicke withys.. 
Whenin T o/leds, there I {tudied, 


+ Itwas my.chaunce to write a Tragedie, 
— & 
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Sec heere my Lords, »  Shewes them a books. 
Which long forgot, T found this other day : 

Now would your Lordſhips fanour me ſo much, 

AS but to grace me with your aQing itz 

I meanc each one of you to play a part, 

Aſſure you it will prooue molt paſsing ſtrange, 

And wondrons plauſible to that afſembly. 

Bal. What,wou!d you haue vs playa Tragedie ? 

Hier, Why ? Nero thought it no diſparagement, 
And Kings and Emperours haue tane delight, 

To make experience of their wits in Playes. 
Lor. Nay, be not angry,good Hieronime, 
The Prince but asked you a queſtien, 

Bal. Infaith Hieromme,and you be in carneft, 
Ile make one.” 

Lor. And Tanother. © 

Hier. Now (my good Lord) could you entreat 
Your ſifter Betimpcriato make one : 

For what's a Play without a Woman in't ? 

Bel. Little intreatic ſhall ſerue me Hierommwo';, 

For I muſt needs be imployedin your Play. 

rer; Why this 1s well : I tell you Lordings, 

It was determinedto hane been ated 

By Gentlemen and Schollers too ; 
Such as couldtell what to ſpeake. 

” Bal, Andnow it ſhall be ſaid, by Princes and Courtiers, 
Suchas can tell how to ſpeake; AY 
If (as it is our Countrey manner) - 

You will but let vs know the Argument. 

Hier, That ſhall Iroundly. The Chronicles of Spaine 
Record this written of a Knight of Rhoaes : 
Hee was bethrothd, and wedded art the length, 

To enc Perſeda, an [takas Dame, | 

Whoſe beautic rauiſhed all that her beheld, 
Eſpecially the ſoule of Selyman: 

Who at the Marriage was the chiefeſt Gheſt : 
By ſundry meanes ſought So/lyman to winne” 


Perſedas lone, and could not gaine the ſame, 
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Fhen yan he breake his paſsions to a friend, 
One E his Baſhawes, Whom he held full dearZ; 
Her had this Baſhaw long ſolicited, 773 
And ſaw ſhee was not otherwiſe to be wonne, 
But by her husbands death : this Knight of Rþodey, 
Whom preſently by omen fore ſlew. 
$Shee ſtird with an exceeding{-hate therefore, 
As cauſe of this, ſlew Solyman: = 
| Andtoeſcape the Baſhawes tyrannie, 

Did ſtab her ſelfe : andthis is the Tragedy. 

Lor, O excellent. | | 

- Bel. But ſay, Hierenimo, What then becaine of hitfh 

That was the Baſhaw? © 

Hier, Mary thus, mooued withremorſe of his miſJecds, 
Ran to a mountaine top,and hang'd himſelfe, 

al. But which of vs is to performe thatpart ? 

Hir, O,that will I my Lords,make no doubt of it. 
Ile play the Murderer 1 warrant you, .. 
For alrcadie haue conceitedthat, - 

Bal. And what ſhall I _ 

Hier. Great Solyman the Turkiſh Emperour.. 

Lor. | And Il? 

Hier. Eraſto, the Knight of Rhodes. 

Bil. AndI> 

Fler, Per{eda chaſt; and reſolute. . 
And heere my Lords, are ſcycrall abſtra&sdrawne,, . - 
Bor each of you ro note your parts, 
Anda&. it as occaſior's offered you, 
You mult prouide a Turkiſh Cappe, 
A blacke Muſtachio,and a Fanchion, Gines 4 paper to Balt. 
You, with a Crofle, like a Knight of Rhoges, 

| Gues anot ber ts Lore 

And Madame, you muſt attire your ſelfe, 


; Gawe: Bel, another. 
Like Phebe, F lora, or the Huntreſle, 


Which to your diſcretion ſhall ſeeme beſt. 
Andas for me my Lords, Ile looke to one, 
_ Andwiththe Ranſom that the Ficeroy ſent, 


* 
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So furniſh and performe this Tragedie, 

That all the world ſhall ſay, Fieronuns Phe g 

Was liberall in gracing of it fo.. | 
Bal. Hhieronmo, mc thinkes a Comedie were berter. 

| Hier. & Comedi a Revs are fit for commpn wits: 

But toprefent a K Troupe withall,' _ | | 

Giue mee a ſarely written Tragedie; | 

Tregeaiacother nato, fitting Kings, 

Containing matter, and not common things.. 

My Lords, all this muſt bee performed, 

As fitting forthe firſt nights Reuelling., 

The Italian Tragedians were ſo-ſharpe of wit, 

That in one howers, Meditation, 

They would per any thing in ation. | 
Ler. And well it may,forI haue ſcenc the like 

In Pari,mongitthe French Tragedians. - 

Hier, In Pars; Maſſe,and well remembred, 

There's one thing morethat reſts for vs to doe. 

Bal, What s that Hieromme? forget not any things. 
Hier. Each one of vs muſt a& his part $ 

In vnknowne Languages, - . | 

That it may breed more varietiez ' 

As you my Lord, in Latine; I, inGrecke;. 

You, in Italian ; and for becauſe I know - 

That Be/uperia hath practiſed the French, 

In Courtly French ſhall all her Phraſes be... 
Bel. You mcane to try my cunning then Hieonimo, 
Bal. But this-will be a meere c on, 

And hardly ſhall we all be ynderftood. 
mer, ..It muſt beſo; for the concluſion 

Shall prooue the Inuention,andall was-good ; 

And 1 my ſeclfe inan Oration, 

And with a ſtrange and wondrous ſhow beſides, 

That I will kaue there behinde a Curtaine, 

Aflure thy ſelfe ſhall make the matter knowne: 

And all ſhal! bee concluded in one Sceane, 

Fer there's no pleaſure tane intediouſnefle, 


Bal, How like youthis 2 
AYE x —*< 


— 


T he Spaniſh Tragedie.. . - 
Lor. Why thus my Lord; we muſt reſolne 
To ſooth his humours vp. oh 
Bal. On then Hieroniwmo;farewell till ſoone. | 
Hier. Youle plie this gearc? 97 
Lor.' 1 warrant you.  Exeunt gfl but Hier. 
Hier, 1,why ſo: Now ſhall I ſee the fall rof, Babylon, 
Wrought by the heanens'in-this confuſion, 
' Andif the worldlike not this Tragedie, 4 
Hard is the hapof old Hieromme. Ext, 
Emter 1ſubel{a with a weapon. | 
Iſa. Tell me no more,O monſtrous homicides 
Since neither pictie,norpittic mooucs 
The King to Iuſtice er Compals1on; 
I will reuenge my ſelfe vypon thisplace, 
Where they murdered my belonedSonne. | 
Shee cuts dewne the Arbour. 
Downe with theſe branches, andtheſe loathſome boughes, 
Of this vnfortunare;and fatall Pine. 
Downe with them 1/abel/a, rend them vp, 
And burne the roots'from whence the reſt is ſprung. 
I will not leaue a root, a ſtalke, a tree, 
A bough, a braygch, a bloſſome, nor a leafe, | 
No, not an hearbe within this Garden-plot. 
Accurſed ceomplot of my miſery : 
Fruitlefle for euer may this Garden bee, 
Barren the Earth, and bleflelefle whoſocuer 
Imagines not to keepe it vnmanurcd, 
An Eaſterne winde commixt with noyſome ayres, 
Shall blaſt the Plants, and the young Saplings. 
_ The Earth with Serpents ſhall be peſtered, 
And Paſſengers for feare to bee infe, 
Shall ſtand aloofe, and looking at it, tell : 
There murdered, dycdthe ſonne of 1/abel/, 
- I, heere he dyed, and heere I himembrace. 
See where his Ghoſt ſolicited with his wounds, 
Reuenge on herthat ſhould reuenge his death, 
Fbieron:mo, rake haſte to ſee thy Sonne: 
For Sorrow andDiſpaite hath cited me, 


The Spaniſh Trageaie. 
Toheare Horatio plead with Redawantt _ - 
Makehaſte Hierommo,to hold exclude _ 
Thy negligence in purſuit of theirdeaths, | -- 
Whoſe hateful wrath bereaud him of his breath. . 
Ah ka, thou doeſt delay their deaths, | 
Forgiues the Murderers of thy noble Sonne, .. -- , 
And none but I, beſtirremetonoend: 
Andas 1 curſethis tree from further fruit, 
So ſhall my wombe be curſed for his ſake : 
Andwith this weapon will I woand the breaſt, 
The haplefſe breaſt that gaue Horatioſucke.,, 
Shee ſtabs ber ſelf 
Enter Hicronimoghe knockes wp the (, urtaimee 
Enter the Dake of Caſtile. 
Caſt. How now Hieronime, where's thy fellowes, 
That youtake all this paine? 
Hier, O ir, it-is for the Authors credit, 
To looke that all things may goe well :. 
But good my Lord, let me intreat your Grace, - . 
To giue the King the Copic of the Play: 
This is the Argument of what we ſhow. 
Caft. I will Hieronzmo. 
Hier. One thing more,my good Lord. 
{aft. What's that ? 
Hier. Let me intreat your Grace, | 
That when the traine is paſtinto the Gallery,you 
Would vouchſafe tothrow me downe the key. 
{ aft. I:will Hieronimo, ; Exit Caſte 
Hier. What,are you ready Balthazar? | 
| Bring a Chaire,anda. Cuſhion for the King. - 
Enter Balthazar with a Charre. 
Well done Balrhazar;hangvpthe Title: |; 
Our Sceane is Rhodes : whatis your Beard on? 
Bal. Halfe on; the other 1s4r-my hands; . v4 
Hier. Diſpatch for ſhame, are-you ſo long? - Exit Bait. 
Bethinke thy ſelfe, Hieronime, | bY 
Recall thy witts, recount thy former wrongs, 
' Thou haſt recein'd by marderof thy Sonne, 
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And aſtly,not leaſt, how [ſabell, © = 
Once his Mocker,and my deareſt Wife, 
All woe-begone for himhath laine herfelfe. 
Behooues thee then Hieromme, to be reueng'd : 
The plot is \aydof dire reuenger4- 
On them Hieroni®s, purſue regenges 
For nothing wants,butaRing of Renefige. Fx, 
«Enter Spaniſo King, Uiceroy, Duke of Caſtile, 
and ther Trame.” ERS, 

King. Now Uicerey, ſhall wee ſee the Tragedic 
Of So/men the Tarkiſh Emperour, * - 7 
Perform'd of pleaſure, by our Sonne the Prince, 
My Nephew, Des Lorenzo, and niy Neece; ' 

Yice, Who, Belwmperia ? 

King. I; and Hierovimo our Marſhall, | 
_ At whoſe requeſt they deine to'doo't thetnſclues; 
Theſe be our paſtimes in the Conrtof Spaine. Y 
Heere Brether, you ſhall be the Booke- keeper, 
This is the Arguinent of that they ſhow. © Gizes bins a Book 


 - Gentlemen, this Playof Hieronimo infurdry Languages, wa! 
thought good to bee ſet downe in Engliſh, more 1a#g: by, 
EF, for the eaſier onder flandeg to unery - 
"  prblique Reazer, | 


Enter Balthazar, Betimperia and Hieromwo. 
Bak. B Aſha that Rhoats 18 ours,yceld heavens the honor, 
And holy Aahowet our ſacred Prophet 3 

And bee thou grac'd with every exccllenee, 

That Sehwan can giue, or thou deſire... . 

But thy deſert in conquering &khodes is lefſe, < 
Then in reſeruing this faire ChriftianNymply” ---- 
Perſeda, vliſſefall Lampe of Excellence." | - + --- 
Whoſe eyes compell like-powerfull adamant; 

The warlike heart of Setymas to WAY t.- Is 
King. See Viceroy. that 1s Balthazar your Sonne 
That repreſents the Empcrour Sehmaes: - i | 

How well he aes hisamorous paſsion. + 1 
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Uice." T, Belimperiahath taught himthat,  - _ 
(aft. That's becauſe hisminderuns allon Belimperia. 
Heer. Whart cuer ioy earth yeelds,betide your Maieſty 
Zal. Earth yeelds no ioy without Per/edas louc. 
Hier, Then lect Perſeda on your Grace attend. ' 
Bal. Shce ſhall not wait on me,bur I on her, 
Drawne by the influence of her Lights, I yeeld: 
But let my Friend the Khedzan Knight come forth, 
Eraſio, dearerthen my life to me, | 
That he may (ce Perſeda my beloued. 
| Enter Eraffo. | | 
Xing, Heere comes Lorenzo : looke ypon the Plot, 
And tell me Brother, what part playes hee? 
Bel. Ahmy. Erafte, welcome to Perſeda. 
- Era. Thrice happy is Erafo, that thou liueſt, 
Rhode: loſſe isnothing to fraftor loy, 
Sith his Per/ed« lines, his life ſuruiues. _ | 
Kal. Ah Baſhaw, heere is loue betwixt Eraſe 
Andfaire Per/eda, ſoucraigne of my ſoule, + _ 
Hier. Remooue Erafte,mightic Solyman, 
Andthen Per/cda will be quickly wonne. 
Bat. &rafto is my friend, and while he liues, 
Perſeda never will remooue her loue., » 
Hier. Let not Erafto liue to gricne great Solymas, 
Bu, Deare is £rafto in ourprincely eye. 
Hier. Burt if he be your Riuall,)cthimdie. 
B-/. Why let him die,ſo Loue commandeth me; 
Yetgricue | that Erafs ſhouldſo dre. 
Hier, Eraſto, Solyman {alureththec, 
Andlets thee wit by me his Highnefle will, 
Which is, that taouſhouldſt be chas employde, Stab him. 
Be. Aye me Eraſts; (ce Sotywan,Fr-ſto'; {lainc. 
B4. Yct liueth yeAmen to comfort thee. 
Faire Queene of Beauric,let not fauour cc, 
But with a gracious eyc bchold his gricte, 
That with Perſedas beautie 15 increalt, 
If by Perſeda gricfe benot relealt.  _ 
Bel. Tyrant,defift Ss Kh ſuites, 
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Relentlefſe are mine cares to thy laments, 
As thy Butcher is pittileſſe and baſe, © 1 
Which ſciz'don my Eraffo harmelefle Knight; 
Yet by thy powerthou thinkeſt ro commaund, 
And to thy power, Per/eda goth obey : 
But were ſhee able, thus ſhe would renenge 
Thy treacheries on thee ignoble Prince: Let her ſtab bim, 
And on her ſelfe ſhe would be thus reueng'd.86o09q Btab ber ſe/fs; 
Kmp. Well ſaid old Marſhall, this was brauely done. 
Hier, But Belimperta playes Perſeda well, 
Vice. Were this in earneſt Belimperia 
Y ou would be better to my Sonne then ſo ? 
King. But now, what followes Hieronime ? 
Hier, Mary,this followes for Hieronime: 
Here breake we off our ſundry Languages, 
And thus conclude I in our vulgar tongue. - 
Happily you thinke(but bootleſle be your thoughts): . 
That this is fabutouſly connterfeit; | | 
And that we doe as all Tragedians doe, - © $Ls 
 Todie today, (for fafhioning our Sceane, | 
The death of «fax, or ſome Komane Peere) 
And ina minute ſtarting vp againe, 
Reuiue to pleaſe to morrowes audience : 
No, Princes know; I am 'Hizzonime, - - 
The hopelefſe Father of a haplefſe Sonne; 
Whoſe tongue is tun'd to tell his lateſt tale, 
Not to excule grofle errours in the Play. 
I ſee your lookes vre* inſtance of thoſe words: 
Behold the reaſon vrg'ng me to this. , Sg] 

[7 | He ſewer bis dead Sounes \ 
See heere my ſhew, looke on-this ſpe&acle : 
Hcerelay my hope, and heere my hope hath end : 

Here lay my heart, andheeremy heart was ſlaine : 

Heere lay my treaſure, heere my-treaſure loſt : 

Heere lay my blifſe, andheere my bliſſe bereft : 

Bur hope, heart, treaſure; ioy, andblifſe, , 

All ied, faild,dyed; yea, all decayd with this : 
. From foorththeſe wounds,came breaththat gaue me Wo. 
i ; _ : T ey 
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They murdered me that made theſe fatall markes : 
The cauſe was loue, whence grew this mortall hate: 
The hate, Lorenze, and young Balthazar, 

The loue, my Sonne to Zelumperia : 
Bur night, the couercr of accurſedcrimes, 
With Pitchy ſilence haſhtthe trayterous harmes, 
And lent them leaue, for they had ſorted leaſuae, 
To take aduantage in my Garden plot,. 
V pon my ſonne, my dearce Horatio : 
There mercileſſs they butchered vp my Boy, 
In blacke darkenight, to pale dim crucll Death : 
He ſhrikes, I heard: and yet me thinks I keare 
His diſmall outcry ecchoin the ayre ; 
Withſooneft ſpecd I haſted to the noylſe, 
Where hanging ona tree I found my fonne, 
Through girt with wounds, andlaughtered as you ſee : 
And gricued(I thinke you) at-this ſpectacle ? 
Speake Portmgales, whole tofle ks £4 mine, 
If thou canſt weepe yponthy Balthazar, 
Tis like I wayld % my Horatio. 
And you my Lord, whoſe reconciled ſonne, 
Marcht in a Net,and thought himſclfe vnſcene, 
And rated me for braine-ſicke Lunacie :; ;þ 
Which God amend that mad Hieronems. | 
How can you brooke our Playes cataſtrophe ? 
And here behold thisb Handkercher, 
Which at Horatio: death, I (weeping) un. 
| 


Within the Riuer of his bleeding woun 
Is as propitious: ſee, I hane preſerued, 
And neuer hath it left my bleeding heart, 
Soliciting remembrance of my yow : 
With theſe, O theſe accurfedmurderers; 
Which now perfor md, my heart is ſatisfied :. 
"And to this end, the Baſbaw I became, 
That might reuenge me on Lorenzo: life, 
Who therefore was appoynted tothe part, 
And was to repreſent the Knight of Xhoaes, 
That I might kill himmore i | 
2 
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So Viceroy, was this Balthazar thy ſonne, 
That So/ymar, which Belwperts 
In perſon of Perſeds murdered, 
Solely appointed to that Tragicke part, | 
That ſhee might Nay him that offended her, 
Poore Be/imper1a milt her part in this : 
For though the Story ſaith, ſhe ſhould haue dyed, * 
Yet I of kindneſfſe,andof care to her, 
Did otherwiſe derermine of her end. 
But loue of him(whom they did hate ſo much) 
Didvrge her Reſolution to be fuck. 
And Princes, now bchold Hieronme, 
Authour and ARor inthis Tragedy, 
Bearing his lateſt fortune in his fiſt; 
And will as rcfolute concluce his part, 
As any of the Acors gone before. 
And Gentiles, thus I end my Play: 
Vrge ao more words, I hauc nomore to ſay. 

He runneth to hang hinſclfe. 

King, O hearken /iceroy, hold Hieronime 
Brother,my Nephew and thy Sonne are flaine, 

Vice. We are betrayd,my Balthazar ts {laine: ' 
Breake ope the doores: run,ſaue Hieronine. 

. . They breake in, and hold Hierenime, - 
- Hieronim?, doe but informe the King of theſe enents, 
Vpon mine Honour,thou ſhalt hane no harme. 

Heer. Viceroy, T will not truft thee with my life, 
Whichl this day haue offered romy Sonne * (dic 
Accurſcd wretch,why ſtai iſt thou him that was reſolu'd to} 

. King. Speaketraytor,damned bloody Murdcrerſpeake; = 
For now I haue thee, I will make thee ſpeake ; 
Why haſt thou done this yndeſcruing deed ? 

Tice, Why haſt thou murdered my Balthazar ? 

Caf, Why haſt thon butchered both my children thus? 

Hier. But are you ſure that they are dead? 

Czft. 1, ſlaine too'ſare, | 

Fir. Whart,and yours too? | 

Fice. 1,all are dead,not oneof them ſurniue. 


Hor, 


Hier, Nay then I care not: come,and we ſhall be friends, 
Let vs lay our heads together ; rg 
See, heere'sa goodly nooze will hold them all,” © 

Vice. O damned Deuill,how ſecure he is! 

Hier, Secure ? why dolt thoa wonder at it ? 

I tell thee (/c-r07)) this day I haue ſcene reueng'd, 
And in that ſight amgrowne a prouder Monarc 
Then cuer fate vnder the Crowne of Spazze : 
HadI as many liues as there be Starres, 
As many Heauens to goe to, as thoſe lines, 
Ide giue themall, I and my ſoule toboot, 
But { would {ce thee ride in this red poole. 
Caft, Speake, who were thy confederats inthis? 
Uice. That was thy daughter Belimperia : 
For by her hand my Balth«zar was ſlaine; 
I ſaw her ftabhim, 

Hier, O good words z as deare tome was my Horatio, 
As yours,or yours,or yours my Lordto you, 'n 
My guiltlefle Sonne was by Lorenzo {laine, 

And by Lerenzso, and that Balthazar, 

Am I at laſt reuengedthroughly ; 

Vpon whoſe foules may Heauens be yet reveng 
With greater farre, then theſe affliQions, 
Me thinkes, fince 1 grew inward with Reuenge, 

I cannot looke with ſcorne enough on Death, 

King. What,doſt mock vs ſlaue ? bring tortures forth, 

Hier. Doc,doe,doe:and meane time Iletorture you 2 * 
You had a ſonne(as [ take it,)and your ſonne © © , 
Should haue bene married to your daughter: ha,walſt not ſo ? 
You had a ſonne too, he was my Lieges Nephew : 
He was proudand polittke : hadhe liucd, 

He might a come to weare the Crowne of Spine: 

I thinke twas ſo ; twas I that killed him; 

Looke you, this ſame hand wagit that ftab'd 

His heart : doe you ſee this hand? 

For one-Horatzo, if you euer knew him, 

A youth, one that they hanged yp in his fathers garden: 

One that did force your valiant ſonne to-yeeld, = 
/L3 While 


T he" Spaniſh Tragedie. 
While your valiant Sonne did take him priſoner, | 
Uice. Be deafe my Senſes,I can heare no-more, 
King. . Fall Heauen;and couer vs:-with thy ſadruines, 
Caſt. Rowle all the world within thy/pitchy cloud, . 
Hier. Now doe I applaud what'I haue aQed. 
Nunc mens cade mares. | 
Now to exprefle the rupture of my part, 
Firſt take my Tongue, andafterward my Heart. 
Hee bite rout bs Tongwe, 
King. O monſtrous reſolution of a wretch ; 
See Urceroy, he hath bitten foorth his Tongue, 
Rather then to reueale what we required. 
Caſt. Yetcanhe write. - 
Kwmg. And if inthishe ſatisfie ysnot, 
Wee will deuiſe thetreameſt kind of death, 
That cuer was inuented for a wretch, 
He rrakes fignes for a knife to mend his PevL,. 
Caſt. O,he would hauc a knife to mend his Pen, 
Vice. Heere, andaduile thee that thou write the truth, 
 Looke to my Brother, ſaue Hicrowmoe. 
He with the Knife tabs the Duke,a1d himſelje, 
King. What age hath euer heard ſuch monſtrous deeds ? 
My Brother, and the whole ſncceeding hope 7 
| Off Fpaime, expeRedafter my deceaſe, 
 Goebeare his body henice, that we may mourne, 
| The loffe of our beloued Brothers death, 
That hee may be entomb'd whar ere befall ; 
I am the next, the neereſt laſt of all. 
'T'ice, And thou Der Peare, doe the like for ys ; 
 Takevpourhaplefle Sonne vntimely ſlaine ; 
Set me withhim, and he with woefull me, 
Vponthe Maine-maſt of a Ship vamand, 
And let the winde and tyde hale mealong, 
To Sills barking and vntamed gulfe ; 
Or tothe loathſome Poole of eMcbiron, 
To weepe my want of my ſweet Bakhazar, 
Spame hath no refnge for a Portingale, Exennt. 
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The Trumpet: ſound a dead the King of Spaine woure 
ning after bis Brothers body King of Portm- 
gale bearing the body of bus Soune. | 
Eater Ghoſt, avid Rewenge. 


Ghoſt. T1, now my hopes hane end in their effeRs,, - 

When Blood andSorrow finiſhmy Defires : 

Horatio murdered in his fathers Bower : 

Vile Serberine by Pedringano{laine : 

Falſe Pedringano hang'd by quaint deuice: 

Faire /ſabe/la by her ſelfe miſ-done: + | 

Prince Balthazar by Belimperia ſtab'd : 

The Duke of {afe, and his wicked Sonne, 

Both done to death by old Hieronime: 

My Belmperiafalne as Didofell ; 

And good Hieronimolaine by himfelfe, : 

I, theſe were ſpeRacles to pleaſe my ſoule, 

Now will I beg at-louely Proſerpme, | 

That by the vertue of her princely doome, 

I may conſort my friends 1n plealing ſort, 

And on my foes worke iuſt and ſharpe Reuenge. 

Ile lead my friend Horatio through thoſe Fields, 

Where neuerdying Warres arc ſtill inur'd. 

Ile lead faire //abella to thatitraine, 

Where Pitie weepes, butneuer feeleth paine. 

le lead my Belzmperia tothoſe ioyes, - ! 

That Veſtall Virgins,/and lice Quotngs poſleſle. 

le lead Hieronmowhere Orphens playes, 

Adding ſweet pleaſare tocternall dayes. 

But ſlay Renenge, ( for thou muſt helpe, or none) 

Againſt the reſt, how ſhall my hate be ſhowne ? - 
Rewew, This hand ſhall hate them downe to deepeſt Hell, 

Where nought but Furics, Bugges, and Tortures dwell. 
Ghoſt Then ſweet Rewenge, doe this at my requeſt, 


Let mebcIudge, anddoomethem to vnreft. - 
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*Let looſe poore 7; 7 LiMs þ mma Toa i, 


_ AndletDov Cypias ſupply hivrodme + © 


Place Don Lorer&o on tanonsWheele, WEEN 
And lct the boners engdlefle paines furceaſe, 
Tune forgets old wrath, and graunts him eaſe, 
Hang # m ChALS 2bour. Cher necke;” 

Andlet him there bevraile his btoady | Love, * : 
Repinitgat our toyesthatarcaboucyrr vc ,* 
Let Serber6ne goc roule the fitali Stoog,”! tt 
And ae from s his coins, 


Thethafle we nba to meet thy EriendsandFoes: 
Tapizort thy. Friends in caſe;rhereſt; inwoes; 


